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PROLOGUE TO THIRD EDITION. 


Behold the ancient fairy wood. 

Oil, scent of linden blossom 1 

The wondrous fulness of the moon 
Has all eiiihr ailed my bosom ^ 

Onward 1 went, and as I went 
Above me music sounded , 

It was the nightingale who sang 
Of love, and lovers wounded. 

She sang of love and lovers' wounds, 

Of laughter and of weeping; 

Her joy such sorrow, her sobs such joy» 
0^'r me past dreams came sweeping. 

Onward I went, and as I went 
Before iny eyes rose stalde 

A castle huge on a wide-built square 
With many a toweting gable 



pnoLouuE TO rmRD EDrrioRf. 

The wilulowR cloBetl, and silence 
And mourning ovprywliere : 

It fieeinod as if mut*e, silent Death 
Hiiiifielf inuHt dwell in their*. 

A sphinx lay at the gate. Of dreads 
Anti joys a mingled cMeatnre ; 

l.ion It was in body and claws. 

Woman in breasts and feature 

A woman fair! IJer wan look showed 
Desire past ^>tint or measure , 

She curved h<‘r speeehlesB hps and smiled 
A pledge oi silent jiUsasnre 

Alas' how should I long withstand* 

1'he nightin^/ale sang iinpaHsioiied, 

AjkI as I kissed the heaiiletiiis fare 
My destiny w’as fa'^liioned 

'I'he inaihle l>osom woke to life. 

The stone ^g.in groaiiino and hmning. 

She dianlv in the iknniiig tii( of my kiss 
With '•COT died and putdumjr yearning. 

She diainetl the bn*ath fiom out luy breast, 
And loi wild het miptuions'- 

She tore my HoBh uith her bun’’- daw-i 
In rill (onhiace delnious 



ffsQLoctVi. TO tmRo }r>nwM- 

Oil, ftajc^uisne fcurtur^I oh, raptmouB pam ♦ 

' Ihihght and horroi unending I 
I^Of while those kibses give bliss undreamt’ 

' ^ Thuse claws n\y flesh are tending * 

And the night niu^lc sine *‘Oh, lovdy sphinx’ 
Oh, Love, be thou (oatt.-bing 
Why thou must iiuugle pangs ot death 
With thv supremest blesMug 

^*Uh, lovdy si)luu\ ^ do anbwei me 
Thib woiulioub iiddle *>olving 
Which 1 thiou^hout iht mynad jedib 
Am hopelobbly itvolvnig 


That might all ha^( been said ^MV vvdl m plain 
pros* But if one goes ovd one^ old j>u^nis ,»gain 
with a view oi giving them a 1(W avlditumal line*- 
by tin help of a iiew iinpiebsioii iheiL (ie<)»s ovci 
one impel eoplibl) ihe ]iiigling hubu of metie and 

'isfeonaiuo and beliold’ it ib with veises tint 1 

* 

open this thud edition of the ‘ Book of Songs ” 
0 l^hadms Apollo’ it these vei8(*s aie bad, thou 
wilt easily loigivc me Foi thou ait an onmib- 
cieiit god, and thou knowest will (.nough why it is 
iliat 1 have not been alilt now toi ‘^o many ycaio to 
busy myself special]} with metic and the twang ot 
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\ 

. , , Thou koowest why th« ildiba, 
once niutuied the world with hrilliunt tireworke^ w«$ 
{OK'd! of a sudden to he used for more seriott^ eon- 
dagrations. Thou kuowuat why that flame hli now 
consuming my heart iu silent pasimii. Thott nndei' 
standest me, thou great, iieuutjhil god, since thou in 
like mauuur iiost some t lines eitehuuged the golden 
lyre for the stout l«)W mul the deadly arrows ! ftoHt 
thou not remember Marsyas, whom thou strippedat 
alive I That indeed is long ago, and a similar ejcfikmple 
has again beeome neeessaij. Thou smilest, on my 
father everlasting ? 

HMNHK'H llElNfC 
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BOOK OF SOKG& 


DKEAM-PICTVRES. 


1 . 

did I dream of wildest passion’s glow, 

; ^ OPetv^-locks, bloom of llowers, and songs of birds, 
sweetest lips that uttered bitter words, 
"^f'woeful verse married to airs of woe. 

and vanished are those visioned times ! 
Taa&hed the d?eamt-of Shade I loved the best , 
Nothing remains but that which love- possessed, 

I sliaped and moulded into gentle rhymes. 

,Thon, orphaned song, wast left— thou, too, shalt fade,! 
<>0, seek that Shade which fled with dreams 
fleeting, 

.'And, if thou find it, bear it all my greeting, 
airy breath I send to airy Shade. 

/ VOL. IX. 







cfelighted tii^i^' 


V A wW^ou8 garden was the places ~X" 
"VPIUerein I thought at ease to pace ) 

A. wealth of: flowers the garden had 
Whioh smiled on me, and made me % 


The little birds were ehatteriiig all 
Their merry lovers' niadrigal : 

The bhizing sun shot rays of gold ^ 
On blooms of tincture manifold. 


And spicy scents from herbage flow" ; 
Softly and sweet the zephyrs blow ; ' 
And all things glint and all things 
And show their loveliness the while. 


^Within this blooming land midway 
A limpid marble fountain lay, 

^er which a beauteous damsel bent, 
some white robe intent. 





mmm 




maid, she works away ^ 
a wondrous roundelay: 
ripple, brooklet bright, 
my linen fair and white^"^ 


^^ward I moved, and drawing near, 
me/* 1 whispered in her ear, 
^'damsel sweet and wondrous fair, 


|||^;''#ham is this white garment rare ? ” 

ready soon,” swift ausweied she, 
^ washing now — fur Thee ! ’ 
the word was hardly said 
fWhm like a bubble all was sped. 


magic lasted. Soon 1 stood 
Within a gloomy, savage wood ; 

' Heaven-high the trees around up-raught> 

I atood amazed, and thought and thought, 




’mid ibe green the space 
gi^t oak his branches reared ; 

And. Ip, upon the sturdy oak ' 
That same strange maid dealt manjp^ ^ / 


And never resting, blow on blow, 

She swung the axe, and murmur'd lo#i 
“ Iron clink, iron clank, 

Shape a chest of good oak-plank.” 


Forward 1 moved, and drawing near, 

“ Tell me,” I whispered in her ear, 

” O little damsel loveliest, 1 

For whom mak’st thou this oaken ch^ ? > 

“ No time to lose ! ” swift answer'd she 
“ A coffin 'tis I make — for Thee ! ” 

And lo, the word was hardly said 
When like a bubble all was sped. 

*’ * # * 



oat trolly it strttQl^i <Wt wiid^ 
moor OQ evi^rjr 
knoortug what I felt or flaw» 
ItMoabhag paused m speil-houad awe. 

s 

)4.£id ^on as farther on I hied 
A stieak of sjleammc; \shile 1 spied , 

I sped with all the speed I might, 

And lo * it was that diniael bright 

Oxi the wide lieath stood the white n)aid> 
Deep delMiig lu the (aith, with s])ade 
To look on h(i I dmost feared 
Bhe was so fair iml yet so weird 

Tho bonny maul sh woiks iwa> 

She sings i wondrou^* rou^nlelaj 
^^Shai)) and bioid good spidc, go )d -^pide 
That a det p bioid tremh hi m< df 

Forwird 1 moved and diiwnm mar 
** Tell me ^ ’ I wins]K red in hi i ( u 
*‘() damsel sweet diid woiuhous tan, 

What means the hole thou delvest there ^ * 

And svsitt she answered * Hush, jioor fooD 
I dig a gravf for 'I hee, so cool ^ 

Scarce did these woids the hni maid '‘hape, 
When loT tht tieiifh wis widt agape 
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Ai 4 I gazed into the hole 
Ohiil horror shivered through my sokjf 
I pltttiged^into the hideous deep, ^ 
And as I plunged — I woke from sleep. « 


3 

1 saw mysfdl all in a duMin 1)\ night 
In glossj evening coal and silin vest 
Rultles on wrist, as toi sona gili diessed, 

And 1)\ me stood m> iniMus^. swiit ind bright. 

‘*S(J ><m i( bctiothod, 1 nnirmnicd with a slight 
Inclining lha> tin lid\ t ik( ni) best 
(iood v^isIk^ Ihit III} iliioit wis tight compressed 
Hv th( iinfMling 1 niuT li iv\hd toms p dite 

An 1 11(1 Kt oi hitti 1 1 ITS '-tu lined loith unbidden 
1 1 nil iin 1 i 1( M (1 s ( > < s II I in tin ii bieakiug, 

Tni Msion 1 ni \s is fioiii im hidden 

Oh \( \()\i St ns so M tinfng tiue 

Ihoiuh \ i hiM bid to ni( in du iiiis md waking 
Oitm lio\s ^lidh till I tiust in xm 


\ 

t saw iiidieuiis i min-kiii snull uid spuglitl}, 

Will) w liked with ( 11 Ion su jis n stilts as ’tweie 
I>aiiit> in l)ioi(i( lotli limn wlnti iml tin 
Hut who withii \Nis(i)aisi umh in unsightl} 



an object td distress : 
itj without, beyond compai^ !. 

;ered bold of what he’d do alhd dar^,' 
a man to bully and oppress ye, 

6wst thou who it IS ? Come quick and seerl 
the God of dreams and showed to me 
Fpctured vision in a mirror then. 

[(^re'an altar that small man stood still, 

^JJOVe beside him, both replied- “1 will/' 

1^ all Hell’s laughing demons ytdled . " Amen ! ” 


5 

What makes m> mad bloofl rave and rush 
What makes my luail to [lame rind Hush 
My blooil dotli boil and llame and dait, 
And seoiching llame devf)iii.s my heart 

My blood IS pulsing wild and mad 
Hecause of that vile dream 1 had. 

The son of Xight approached me dim, 

And led me gasjnng forth with him. 

He led me to a palace bright 
With blazing torch and taper-light 
‘Mid sounding harps, ’mid stir and din 
1 reached the hall — 1 entered in 
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There was a wedding revelrie ; 

The guests sat round the board in glee. 

And when the bridal pair I spied, 

Ah, woe ! my darling was the bride. 

It was my winsome Love in sooth, 

And for the groom, a stranger youth. 

I crept behind her chair of state, 

And hardly breathing, there I wait. 

The music swelled ; I stood amazed, 

The loud delights my spirits dazed : 
l^he bride’s glance was supremely blest, 

And both her hands th(' bridegroom pressed. 

The bridegroom brims his beaker high, 

And drinks and gives it lovingly 

To her, who thanks with sweet low laugh. 

All woe > my red blood did she quaff! 

The bride took up an apjile fair 
And gave it to the bridegroom there ; 

He took his knife and cut it free. 

Ah woe ! it was the heart of me ! 

Their glances met a long sweet space ; 

He clasps the bride in keen embrace : 

Her cheeks so rosy red kissed lu‘. 

Ah woe ! chill Death was kissing me ' 
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Tb'e tongue within my mouth was lead, 
No* single word could T have said, 
lioud music sounded thro’ the hall, 
l?he dainty bride-pair led the ball ! 

I stood there silent as the dead, 

The nimble dancers round me sped. 
One low-toned word he whispers next, 
She blushes, hut slie is not vext ! 


6 

In sweetest dream, in stillest ni^lit 
My love came by enehiinlment’s niij^hl. 

As by enchantment’s mij^ht Au cre])t 
To the small chamhei >\liere I slopt. 

I gazed on her, oh vision mild ! 

I gazed on her, she softly smiled , 

My heart swelled high that smile to see. 
And reckless words stormed forth from me 

“ Take all, take all things that are mine ^ 
Oh best beloved, all shall be thine. 

So I may be thy paramour 

Till eoek-ciow horn the nndiiigljt hour’” 
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*5 V* 

She^azed with loving sad surprisb,'^ 
fief iamost heart within her eyes, . 

And low entreating murmured she % 

“ Yield thy salvation unto me * ” 

“ To thee the life I hold so dear, 

My youth, my blood, with joy and chfef. 
Oh angel maiden, ‘^hall be given, 

But never more my hoj^e of Heaven ** 

Swiftly my lips lepclled her prayer. 

But evei lovelier bloomed she there, 

And ever more entreated she 
‘ 'V i( Id thy <^alvation unto me ^ ” 

It sounded like <i hopeless moan, 

Into my In mgs depths was thiown 
A sea of hie all tern pf st- tossed , 

Mj bi( ith cimo tine k — it ce.ised almost. 

White angels glonous to behold. 

Fust shone with lialoes linglit as gold , 
But then a cicw of goblins foul 
Jhished wildly up against my soul 

They wiestled with the angels all, 

They eliovo aw.iy the angels all , 

And betoie long the swaithj ciew, 

Like films of mist had vanished too 



DRBAMPICWR&S. 

^^I^iiear death with Qheer delight^ , 

were round my darling bright 
™l^aeatled to me like a roe, 

^et she wept with wildest woe. 

pc 

fair child weeps, I well know why ; 
iMy’ kisses still the rosebud’s cry ; 

Forbid, fair child, thy tears to flow, 
;|^Surrender to my love’s fierce glow.” 

' “ Surrender to my love’s fierce glow ’ ” 
My blood grew sudden ice, for lo ’ 

The earth itself with crash and start 
Before my feet gaped wide apart. 

From the swart gulf the swartliy crew 
Arose; the fair child's colour dew, 

The fair child from my arms was gone, 
And I was standing all alone. 

t 

Then in fantastic circle hurled. 

The swarthy crew around me whirled ; 
Nearer to clutch me surged the crowd, 
And scornful laughter bellowed loud. 

The lessening circle hemmed me round 
Still did that burthen dread resound 
“ Salvation was renounced by thee, 

Ours art thou for Eternity.” 
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The price has been paid Ihee, why palterest thou ? 

Oh black-blooded fiend, why palterest now ? 

See here in my chamber, I fretfully wait, 

And midnight’s at hand, ’tis the bride who is late*. 

The breezes blow chill from the churchyard side; 

Ye winds, have ye happened to see my wee bride? 

The hosts of pale shadows around me press, 

They curtsy with grinning and nodding — Oh yes! 

Speak up, what message bringst thou to me, 

Swart rogue in t.he llame-red livery ? 

1 jinnouiico the illustrious company near, 

Witli their chariots and dragons they soon will be hero ** 

f 

Grey mannikin, darling, hey, what is your will ? 

Oh dead haccalaureus, waiting here still 
Ho eyes me with speechless and trouliled gaze. 

And shakes his head, and goes bjick his ways. 

*My shaggy familiar, why purr and stare ? 

Why do the eyes of black tom-cat glare ? 

Why howl the long-loose-haired women and why 
Does the ancient nurse croon my lullaby 
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^rse, bide at home with your sing-song to-day, 
iMnce 1 needed a cradle-lay ; 

my wedding-feast that is planned, 
where the comely guests are at hand. 

^pital, gentlemen ! What are ye at, 

JBaeb bearing his head in his hand, not his hat ! 

sprawling-legged creatures in gallows clothes, 

WTiat makes ye so late ^ Not a breath of wind blows. 

And see on her broom-stick old mother-witch rides , 
Oh bless thy son, mother, whatever betides. 

In the dead-white face, the lips quiver then, 

And she cries out : “ For ever and ever. Amen ’ ” 

Twelve wind-dried musicians come loitering in , 

One halting blind crone tunes up her violin . 

And the famous Jack-pudding, half yellow, half black, 
Gomes bearing the sexton a-pick-a-back. 

TheU' tripping twelve nuns from their convent advance, 
And the leering old })rocurebs leads on the dance , 
Twelve brawny-backed parsons come trooping along, 
And chant with mock reverence a scandalous song. 

Old^lothcs-man, you’re black 111 the face , shout not so. 
No second-hand coat wards the flames ofl’ below. 

For ever and gratis there hell-fires will burn ; 

And for wood,great and little men’s bones serve the turn. 



14 j BOOK OK-' 

4 ower>girIs, all humped and awr7, 

4:11!^ head hyer heels thro’ the chamber 

^ehoi je owl f^s with grasshopper shaiifi^^'^5:^ 


I’ll stop all your clatter and mountebank’s pn^ii ^iH : -y^ 

And Hell universal has broke loose indeed, ' , v 
And, howling and scowling, increases the breed, 

And the waltz of damnation now breaks on the - 
Hush, hush ! for my love is about to appear. ' ' * , , 


Ye wretches, be still, or get out of the way, i 

I can scarce hear a word of all that 1 say. 

Hark ! — listen again ! — are not wheels there outside,? 
Come forward, cook-maid, throw the gates open wide. 


Fair welcome, my fairest, how are you to-day ? 

Sir Parson, you’ie welcome, be seated, I pray. , 
Sir Parson with tail and watli hoofs like a horse, 

I’m your reverence’s faithfullest servant^ of course. 

Fair bride, why art standing so silent and wan ? 

Sir Parson, proceed with the service anon. 

1 pay him a costly, a blood-costing fee, 

But so that I win you that’s child’s play to me. 

1 , Kneel down, my sweet bride, by my side shalt thou kneel. 
She kneels and she smil(i> — ah, the rapture 1 feel ! 

She sinks on my heart, on my big heaving breast, 
iind with shuddering rapture 1 hold her tight pressed. 
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bif her gold tresses float round us both ; 
beats the heart of the maid) nothing loth ; 
are a-bedting with woe and delight, 
to the heavens they both take their flight. 


pllfipilsitrts are afloat on a sea of delight 

far above us, in Ciod’s holy lieight , 
!mth6re on our heads theie is hoiioi and dread, 
fo;p hpre the vile hands ot dark Hell aie outspiead 


Tyras the dark son of Midniulit himself who hath jjlay ed 
The part of the parson, who blessed and who piayed 
From ablood-bespient book he drones cha]>tci and verse, 
fli$ prayer is blaspheming, his blessing is ciiise. 

There are hubbub and not and gio.ji^ mou and moio 
Like thunder in Inavcn, stoim waves on (be '>1 ioh 
A nd sudden the blue lightning flashes, and tin n 
The witch cues “F?)i ever and e\ei Amen’ 


8 

I came from the house ol my mistress bnght 
And wandered hall cidzed thio* the giini midnight 
And as thro’ the church} aid my way 1 took, 

The still graves gave mo a solemn look 
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From the Minstrel's grave some bright glance sped^ 
Twas a flickering ray that the wan moon shed ; \ 

And “ Brother, I'm coming ” was whispered low, 
While a pale form rose from the grave below. ^ 

'Twas the Minstrel L'irnself from the grave who crept 
And on to the top of the grave-stone leapt ; 

With rapid hand he strikes the strings, 

And in voice both hollow and harsh he sings : 

** Oh ! sad and dull, my lute-strings, say, 

Know ye still the theme that uoed to sway 
1'he life-blood and enthral it ^ 

Heaven's bliss — the Angels call it so , 

Hell's pain, it is called by the liends below, 

13ut Love IS what men call it." 


And scarce had the sound of the last word died 
When, all around, the graves gaped wide; 

And phantoms rose and swayed about 
The Minstrel, laisiiig m chorus the shout. 


Love, oh Love, it was thy might 
Brought us to this doleful plight, 
Closed our lips and sealed our sight. 
Wherefore call'st thou in the night ? " 
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And the clamour arises, confused and confounding, 
With croaking and creaking, rebounding, resounding : 
Bound the Minstrel circle the maddened hordes, 

And the Minstrel wildly smites the chorda 


“ Mad iiiy masters, well, ’tis well 
Welcome are ye ; 

Nought could bar ye 
When ye heard my magic spell. 
Though from year to year wi» he 
Mouse-still in our eollius, we 
Make to-day a day of glee ! 


But are we alone ? Just see ’ 

We were asses all when living, 
Our existence madly giving 
To a mad love’s raging lires. 
L’aslime ^irely will not fad, 

If each spirit tells the tale 
Of what brought him from above. 
Of his woes 
And his throes 

Tn the frenzied chase of Love.” 


Then light as the breeze there hopped forth soon 
The leanest of phantoms, and hummed this tune : 
VOL. IX. B 
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“ A tailor’s ’prentice steady 
With needle and with shears ; 

1 grew expert and ready ’ 

With needle and with shears ; 

“ When my master’s d«iughter lured me 
With needle and with shears ; 

And tliiough my l)osoni skeweied me 
With needle and with shears!'* 

Then the ehonis of spiiits laughed long and loud, * 
And ^ second stalked solemnly out of the crowd. 

“ J5rig,nids such as itinaldini, 
liohin Hood and t )rltiiidini, 

Ihit Kdil Moor the most by hii. 

These 1 took for exenij)liU ’ 

“ And J plunged — pi ay let me show it — 
Into Jjove, in mode heroic, 

And a ieiuale foini divine 
Jostled tliio' this brain of mine. 

“ And my heart and hoi)es were saddened 
And my love being almost maddened, 

I at last dipped fingers rash 
In my worthy neighboiii’s cash. 
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“ Then 8ome high police curmudgeon 
Chose to take the thing in dudgeon, 

That 1 dried the tears of grief 
With my neighbour*s handkerchief, 

“And in good policeiimn fashion 
Marched me off without compassion , 

So the gaol stupendous pressed 
Me to its maternal breast. 

“Thoughts of her^ aye, picking oakum 
Did voluptuously provoke ’em ! 

Till IJinjildo came one day 
And bore my soul witli him away.” 

Then all the spirits laughed long and loud, 

And a well be-rouged dandy stepped from the crowd. 

“ 1 was king of the boards and enchanted 
The town in the true lover s part , 

T bellowed, ‘ Ye gods,’ and 1 ranted, 

1 breathed forth my Ahs, from my lieart. 

“ In Komeo I chiefly attracted 
Each J uliet an angel I thought ; 

Though the part to the life I enacted. 

She ne’er understood what 1 sought. 
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When once in the fifth act despairing 
‘ 0 my Saint ! 0 my Juliet ! ' I cried ; 

My bodkin relentlessly baring, 

I stuck it too deep in my side.” 

Then all the spirits laughed long and loud, 

And a fourth appeared in a snow-white shroud. 

" From his lofty chair the Professor was prosing, 

Was prosing while 1 took a nap serene ; 

But a thousand tunes rather than napping or dozing, 
By his dear little daughter would I have been. f 

“From her window she gave me sweet nods as I 
passed by 

My flower of flowers, my life’s sole light ! 

But my flower of flowers was jJueked at the last by 
A Philistine huckster, a wealthy wight 

“ Then 1 cursed all women and scoundrels wealthy, 
And some devil’s drug with my wine did blend ; 

And 1 pledged King T)eath in a goblet stealthy.” 

He cried, “ On my faith, old Death’s a friend ! ” 

I ^ 

Then all the spirits laughed long and loud ; 

With a rope round his neck came < 1 , fifth from the 
crowd. 
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“ He revelled and swaggered, the Count o*er his wine, 
With his diamonds rare and his daughter divine ; 

What care I, Sir Count, for your jewels so fine ? 

Tis your fair little daughter whom T would make mine. 

“ They both of them lay linder bolt, lock and key, 

And the Count a whole army of henchmen had he. 
What cared I for henchmen, for bolt, lock and key ? 
The rungs of a ladder 1 mounted with glee 

“ So gaily I climbed to my darling’s window, 

When savagest swearing is heard from below 
♦ ‘Stop, stop, my fine fellow’, let me have my share, 

IVe also a fancy for diamonds rare.’ 

“ *Twas the Count who thus jeered me, and at me he 
flew. 

And shouting, his myrmidons hustled me too. 

‘ To hell with your rabble ! No thief have you here, 
And all 1 would steal is my own little dear ’ 

“ Entreaties availed not, no counsel could aid . 

In a moment were cords and a gibbet arrayed ; 

When next the sun came how astonished was he 
To^discover me there on the bright gallows-tree ^ ” 

Then all the spirits laughed long and loud. 

With his head in his hand came a sixth from the 
crowd. 
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“ Love drove me to the poacher’s trade ; 

Thro’ forest, gun in hand, I stiayed ; 

In the high trees the ravens scoff, 

And croak at me ' Heads ofT^ heads off! * 

‘ Oh, could T trad some i>rott} dove, 

Home would I bear it to my Love 
Thro’ bush and briai, as thus 1 thought, 

My sportsman s e} e the quarry sought 

‘ What coomg’s that ^ What billing’s there? 
'J'wo tender turtles, T declare 
1 crept up ( lose and cocked mj gun, 

And lo ’ my own sv\eetheait was one ^ 

My dove, my luide, it was in sooth 
Embiaciiig hoi a strangei youth 
Old maiksruan, see thy aim be good ^ 

Theie lay the stranger in his blcod 

“Ere long the headsman’s tram maiched thro’ 
The gloomy wood, .ind 1 maiched too, 

Chiet actor — ^hile the ravens scoli 
4 And croak on high ‘ Heads off ^ heads off ^ ” 


Then the spnits m meiry choius shout. 
And then the Minstrel himself steps out 
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^"‘I,too had a song I cherished, 

, „ ' But the dear song is o er ; 

' When the heart in your body is perished, 

Then songs are sung no more ! 

And the maniac' laughter rang doubly loud. 

And circled about him the deat]i-})ale crowd ; 

When the church tower boomed forth One, and then 
With a shriek they plunged in the graves again 


<). 

1 lay and slept ; slept peacefully. 

All pain and care dispelled ; 

In dreams a vision came to me. 

The fairest e’er beheld. 

Pale as wlntc marble to the view, 

A maid of mystery rare, 

With pearl-like eyes all brimmed with dew, 
And strangely waving hair. 

And soft and softly drawing nigh 
The maid so marble pale, 

She came upon my heai t to Ik* 

The maid so marble pale. 
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Ah ! how my breast doth burn and start 
And leap with joy and woe ; 

Nor leaps, nor starts the maiden’s heart, 
That heart is cold as snow. 

‘‘My heart doth neither beat, nor move, 

As very ice *tis cold , 

And yet 1 know the bliss of love. 

Its passion uncontrolled ! 

On lip and cheek there blooms no red, 
Nor through my heart streams blood; 
Yet strive not with such shuddering dread, 
For thee I’m meek and good.” 

And wilder still she clasped me round. 

Till terror made me tjuail ; 

When the cock crew — without a sound 
Fled the maid, marble palc; 


lo. 


Yes, I have summoned many 
Fale corpses by spells of might, 
And now there is not any 

Will slink back into the night 
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The terror and horror drove from me 
The master’s o’erpowering spell ; • 

And so my own spectres o'ercorne me, 

And drag me back into hell 

Urge me not, ye swart fiends, I implore ye ! 
Hurl me not to the darkness below ; 

There are many delights yet before me 
In the sheen of our earth’s rosy glow 

For ever must I be straining 
After one fair ilower near ; 

What were my whole life’s meaning. 

If I did not love thee, dear ? 

Might 1 only clasp her and press her 
To my glowing heart ome again ; 

On her cheeks, on her mouth to kiss her 
Once only with rapturous pain ’ 

Might 1 only hear one tender 
Word from her lips at that hour, 

O spirits, 1 would surrender 
Myself to your gloomy power ^ 

The spirits heard me, bending 
Their heads as an awful sign. 

Fair sweetheart — to thee am T wending , 

Dost thou love me — fair sweetheart mine ^ 
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SONGS. 


Tiiou who art so pure and fair, 
lieauleous maiden, wondrous, rare. 
All my life is, free .as .air, 

To thy service vowed, 1 swear. 


Thy sw’oet eyes, the loveliest pair, 
Moonlight's gentle r.adiance share ; 
liosy hues beyond compare. 

Thy fresh blushing cheeks do wear. 

In thy little mouth appear. 

Shining rows of pearls so rare , 

But the noblest jewel there, 

Thy bosom’s quiet shrine doth bear. 

Nought but love could enter there. 
When on my heart thy image fair 
Hose, as 1 saw beyond compare 
Thee, beauteous maiden, wondrous rare 
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Lonely, I my plaint must utter, 

Here in Night’s consoliii*^ breast : 

I must shun the gay crowd’s flutter 
Swiftly fly from song and jevst. 

Lonely still my tears are flowing, 

Ever flowing silent down ; 

But the heart’s fierce ardours glowing, 
Floods of tears can never drown. 

Once a joyous boy, light-hearted, 
Flayed I many a merry game . 

Happy on life’s race I started, 

Knowing nought of grief and shame 

All the world >^as but a garden. 

Gay with every flower that blows. 

1 had but to serve as warden 
To the violet, jasmine, rose. 

breaming sweetly in the meadow. 

In the brook my face I’d see , 

Now when it reflects my shadow. 
White and wan it stares at me 
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Yes, a haggard man I’m growing, 

Since my eyes on her did rest ; 

Secret pain my heart is gnawing, 

Wondrous change has racked my breast. 


In my heart I long had cherished, 
Angels smiling peacefully 
But in sorrow they liave vanished 
To theii home beyond the sky. 


Blackest night my sight is bounding, 
Hostile shjidows threaten grim , 

In my breast a strange voice sounding 
Sadly sings a mournful hymn. 


Now strange pain, and novel anguish, 
Whelm me in their savage flow ; 
And in deepest grief T languish, 

All my heart-strings torn witli woe. 


But, my love, that in ray bosom 
Flames are raging without pause, 
Tliat my youth dies in its blossom, 
Thou alone, love, art the cause. 
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3- 

Every comrade of mine, arm in arm with his fair, 

. Through the alley of limes is walking , 

While I — God have mercy, and make me His care — 
All alone througli the street am stalking 

How my heart is opprest, and what tears dim my 
eye, 

If his tale should another be telling 
To his love • for also a love have T ; 

But away and far off is lier dwelling. 

For years now this trouble Tve had to endure, 

But I’ll suffer no longei such sorrow 
With knapsack and stall', in the hope of a cure, 
ril go forth on tiie wide world to-morrow. 

Many hundreds of miles must the journey be, 

Till to the great city 1 come ; 

Where it shines, on the great river’s mouth, 1 shall 
see 

The three towers that rise over her home. 


There 1 shall be free from the sorrows of love. 
There await me the happiest times , 

And there will I walk, arm in arm with my dove. 
Through the sweet-scented alley of limes. 



THE BOOK OF SONGS, 


4 ^ 

Wlien I aiu iie.-ir my (ieiiresl love, 
My heart, is lifted high ; 

I’m rich, all reckoning above. 

'riic whole world 1 could buy. 

Hut when from her 1 must be gone. 
Nor feel her fond caress , 

Then all my fancied wealth is flown, 
1 m poor to wretchedness 


5- 

I arise with daybreak, crying 
‘ Conies sweetheart to-day ” 

1 lie down with evening, sighing* 
“ Still she stays awfiy.” 


All the long night, care encumbered, 
Hasses without sleep, 

All the day, as though I slumbered, 

"1 o and fro I creep. 
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^ A frenzy whiils me Lo and ho 

1 shall see hei ai^am in .i lew sLoil liouis, 
Heisell wlio is ilowei of mauleii-lloweis 
Oh faithful heart, why beatest thou so 

But the liouts indeed aie a la/y lot, 

They crawl alonir and linger and ‘^hiik 
Yawn and dawdle over then woik. 

Tumble up, ye la/y lot ’ 

Olamouiing sjieed in my spirit I feel 

Surely the Houis know nought ol love s ai hing. 
Secret their pitiless league they aie making, 
Ever to jeer <tt the turn lovei s zeal 

7 

All in tlm*" woodland moining 
I stia^ed .done with ni} ]».im 
When the old dieams letuiinng 
(’lept into my heait again 

Oh, buds thiough the high an winging 
Who taught }ou that little <iii ' 

Oh, liush ^ when 1 heai your singing 
giiet IS haid to beai ’ 
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“ A passing maiden taught it. 

She sang it o’er and o’er ; 

And we little birdies caught it, 

The golden, beautiful lore ^ ” 

Nay, you shall tell it me never, 

Ye birdies, so keen and sly ; 

To steal my grief you’d endeavour, 

Jlut J trust no one — not 1 ! 

8 . 

Fair love, o’er my heart let thy gentle hand pasi 
Dost hear in that chamber the knocking, alas 
A carpenter cross-grained and spiteful dwell 
Wlio’s making for me a coffin so rare. 


There’s tapping and rapping by night and by day, 
’Tis long since it drove all my slumber away. 

Oh, good Master Caqienter, hammer amain. 

That soon 1 may slumber right soundly again. 

9- 

Ah ’ how T wish my ditties 
Had all sweet llowers been, 

I’d send them as a posy 

To iny heart’s lieauteous Queen ’ 
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Ah ! how I wish my ditties 
Had all beeu kisses sweet ; 

I*d send them all in secret, 

My love’s soft cheeks to greet ’ 


Ah ’ how I wish my ditties 
Had all been little peas ■ 

I’d make a fine pease-porridge 
That could not fail to please ' 


lO.* 


Half-hid in our father’s garden stands 
A flower all sad siid pale 

Cold winter is gone, Spring breathes o’er the lands . 
But the flower always is pale— 

The pale flwwei laiiguisheth. 

Like a bride sick unto death 


To me spake the pale flower, soft and low, 

“ Dear brother, to pluck me ne’er fail ; ” 
“Nay,” said I, “pale flower, I cannot do so, 
I pluck no flowers that are pale 
I seek with pain and dread, 

A blossom purple-ied.” 

VOL. IX. 


c 
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The pale flower spake, “ Seek here, seek there, 

Till thou art cold and dead, 

Thy search is vain, thou’lt find nowhere 
The flower purple-red ; 

But me — oh ! pluck me now, 

For I am ilJ as thou.” 

Thus spake the pale flower, and pleaded so sore, ^ 
That all of a sudden, I plucked it in fear ; 

And that very moment my heart bled no more. 
And the eyes of my soul became clear ; 

And througli my wounded breast 
Was hhed angelic rest. 


II 

Beauteous ciadle of my soirow. 

Beauteous grave where ])f»ace I knew. 
Beauteous town, I go to-morrow , 

To ye all J cry, Adieu ’ 

Fare thee w^ell, thou garden holy, 
Where my pensive love doth pace ' 
Fare thee well, thou threshold lowly. 
Where 1 first beheld her face 
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Hadst thou never looked upon me. 
Oh ^ my spirit’s beauteous Queen, 

Woe had never fallen on me, 
Wretched 1 had never been. 

Never did T seek to woo thee. 

Never love Irom thee entreat. 

Only peaceful days near to thee, 

In the air thou bieathest, sweet 

But sharp words in anger spoken 
By thy lii)s compel me hence ; 

And my heart is sick and broken, 
Frenzy stirs my every sense. 

Fare thee weil , a pilgrim dreary 
I will go iny mournful way. 

Till bowed head and limbs so weary 
In a distant grave I lay. 


12 . 


Wait awliile, my wild sea-captain, 
I will follow to the shore ; 

I take leave of two fair maidens, 
Of Europa and one mure. 
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Blood-spring, trickle from my eyelids, 
Blood-spring, from my body start, 

That I may write down my sorrows 
With the hot blood of my heart. 

Wherefore shudder at my life-blood, 

Just on this one day, my dear ^ 

Thou hast seen me stand before thee 
I’ale and bleeding, many a year. 

Dost thou know the ancient story 
How the Fiend, in serpent guis*^^^ 

With his treacherous gift of apples 
Drove out man from Paradise ? 

Apples brought about great evils ' 

Eve therewith brought all men death , 
Eris brought the flames on Ilium, 

Thou hast bi ought boLh'tiames and death. 


13 - 

Tower and mountain -peak are glancing 
On the cleaily nnrroriug Khinc, 

And my bonny bark is dancing, 

Haloed by the gay sunshine. 
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Calm 1 watch the golden breaking 
Of the tiny waves’ unrest; 

Gently are the feelings waking 
Which I buried in my breast. 

Tender wiles and welcome showing 
The fair river tempts to doom , 

For T know that placid flowing 
Hides beneath it death and gloom. 

Thou art like my love, oh river, 

Fair, above — below, deceit — 

She too lures one on for ever, 

And her smiles seem true and sweet 


14. 

1 despaired at first — believing 
I should never bear it. Now 
1 have Borne it — J have borne it 
Only never ask me How. 


15 - 

Witii myrtles and roses, tender and fan. 

With funeral cypress, and gilding raie, 

As though ’twere a cofliii my book I’ll adorn 
And in it my songs to their rest shall be borne. 
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Could I coffin my love loo, deep in the tomb ! 

On love’s j^rave the fair flower of peace may bloom ; 
On such grave it blooms, there 'tis culled — but for me 
It never will bloom till in earth I be. 

And here are the songs which were reckless erst 
As the lava streams that from Etna burst ; 

They broke from my spirit’s depths profound 
And scattered their lightning flashes around. 

But now they are still as the dead are still. 

And they btok as wan as the mists, and as chill , 

Yet the spirit of love floating o’er them once more 
Will again to my song the old passion restore. 

In my deepest heart 1 know it is true 
That the spirit of love will shed o'er them it^dew. 
When once this book shall be placed in thy hand, 
Thou sweet f rue love m a distant land 

From the spell that enthrals it then song shall be free. 
And the faint dim letters shall gaze upon thee, 
Beseeching shall gaze in thy beautiful eyes. 

And whisper of sorrow ami lovers’ sighs. ' 



ROMANCES. 


I. 


THE CONSECHATION 

Alonk within the woodland chapel. 
Outstretched before the Ahrgin’s shrine, 
A gentle pallid youth was lying, 

Tlowed in deep humility — 

Oh, Madonna * let me over 
Kneel here lowly on thy threshold * 
Never, never, drive me from thee 
To the world so cold and sinful 

• 

Oh, Madonna ! bright are waving 
Uoiind tliy head the radiant tresses, 
(Jracious smiles are playing ovcm* 

The sacred roses of thy mouth — 

Oh, Madonna' thine eyes ligliten 
On me like the stais in Heaven 
Mortal ships may lead us falsely, 
Star-light leads us always safely. 
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Oh, Madonna! without shrinking 
Have I borne the pangs of ordeal : 

In thy pure love blindly trusting, 

Ardent only in thine ardour — 

Oh, Madonna I this day hear me, 

Thou so full of grace and wonder, 

Grant to me one sign of favour, 

But one little sign of favour • 

Then a marvel occurred that all hearts would asto 
The wood and the chapel sank into the ground. 

The youth was b(*wildored, nor knew what was done, 
For all things around him W(‘re changed or were gone. 

In am.'izement himself in a gay hall he found — 

Oiir Lady sate there — with no rays was she crowned — . 
She was changed to a maiden, all lovely and bright, 
Who greeKnl and smiled with frank youtliful delight. 

And from her golden tresses, there. 

She clipped one radiant lock of hair. 

“ Take if,” she cried, in tones like Heaven, 

“ No higher prize on earth is given.” 

I.r 

What was witness to this vision ? 

Look how lilies of flame ar(‘ streaming 
Over the blue vault Elysian, 

Like the rainbow, brightly gleaming — 
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Angels, mounting and descending, 
Hustling beat their waving pinions, 
And celestial songs are sending 

Harmonies jroiii Heaven's dominions 

And the youth hath heard and heeded ; 

Now full well he knows 
What strange yearning draws him ever 
Where the myrtle blows 


2 

“TL TENSEKOSO/’ 

Wliere alone yon pale boy paces 
Flvery heart is stri(*ken low , 
For his visage licars the tr.iees 
Of his sulJ'enng, of his woe 

Airs wit.h tendei })ity laden 

Strive to cool his feveied brovr , 
Many a coy and timid maiden 
Smiles to soothe his spirit now. 

From the city’s noise and bustle 
To the forest green he dies , 
Merrily the gay leaves rustle, 
Ends pipe nifu-iy melodies 
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But the song is silenced wholly, 
Sadly niurniur leaf and tree, 

When the careworn strijding slowly 
i’aces through the greenwood Tree. 


3 - 

THK MOUNTAIN VOICE 

Through valley depths, with slow sad pace 
TlieK* lode a hoiseniaii brave. 

Ain I iiding n(>\v to niy true love’s arms, 
Oi towards the di’eaiy grave* '' 


Tlie mount.; Mil answei gave 
‘ Tin* dreary grave 


And iaithei th«* horseman rrale on his way, 
W lit' lal>o*i!ing sighs oppressed . 

I lien must i ])ass to my gr.ive so ‘soon 
.Maybe tlie gravt' is rest ” ' 


L'he \(Mee surd; in his breast 
'I he gruv e i-> rest " 
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One single tear the horseman shed, 

And sad from his cheek it fell 
“ And if m the grave I can only find rest. 
To be in the grave is well.” 

The voice rang like a knell : 

“ The grave is well.” 


4 

TWO IlKOTHEKS. 

On the mountain’s sU^ep inclining. 
Wrapt in night, the castle stands. 
Lightnings in the vale are shining 
Where clash keeiily-glitteiing brands 

brothers are the pair sustaining 
Yond(‘r grim and grisly fight , 

Say, why brotheis are maintaining 
Thus with naked swords their riglit ^ 


Lady Laura's eyes of lire 

Have lutlanied this brother-pair , 
Love- distraught, their one desire 
Is the high-born maiden fair 
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Unto which of them that sue her 
Does the lady’s heart incline 
Ah ’ she cannot choose the wooer ; 

Sword, leap forth — the choice be thine ! 

And with reckless fury fighting, 

Stroke on stroke like crack of doom ; 
Oh, beware the rash swords smiting, 

Sight is tricked by such a gloom 

Woe ’ To Heaven their Idood is calling! 

Woe, oh woe, blood-crimsoned glade! 
See them on the greensward falling, 

Each upon a broth(»r s blade 


Ah, how many a generation 

Sleeps ! what centuries have ilown ! 
From the height, in desolation, 

Still those towers watch — sad, alone. 


But weird, mystic shajies are looming 
Through the vale at dead of night ; 
And when the twelfth hour is booming 
Evermore those brothers fight 
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S- 

rOOli TETEK. 


I. 

Youii^ Hans and his Gretrhen dance with a will, 
And bubble with laughter and talk, 

But Peter is standing, dumb and still ’ 

With a face as white as chalk ' 

For llans and Orete are bride and groom, 

In gay wedding gaiments betiining. 

Bui poor Peter wears his work-day costume, 
Biting his nails and dreaming 

Poor Peter mutters under his breath. 

As he mournfully eyes the pan, 

“ 1 should go and diowii my sell, 1 know 
If 1 weren’t too wise to care ! ’ 


II. 

1 )ee]) 111 my heart there sits a woe 
That strains iny heart to breaking , 
And where 1 stand, and where 1 no 
1 cannot rest for aching. 



46 


THE BOOK OF SONGS, 


It drives me to my love, as though 
Grete would cure my sorrow ; 
But when I see her eye I know 
I must away the morrow. 


And then 1 climb the mountain’s brow. 
And there, my vigil keeping 
Where lonely tears at will may How, 
Alone 1 linger weeping. 


in 

Tlie hapless Peter totters l)y 
With laggard steps, death-pale and shy, 
And all wlioin he perchance may meet 
I’ause when they see him in the street 


Among themselves the girls &peak low : 

He’s risen from the grave, I know.” 
Not so — into the grave, alas ! 

J )ear children, he’s about to pass. 


Ills true love he has lost, and so 
The grave is liest for such a woe , 
There he his weary head may lay, 
And slumber till the Judgment Hay. 
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6 . 

THE PRISONER’S SONO. 


When Liz was bewitched by my old Oraiidmainiiia, 
“ To the Hanies ' ” all the villagers shouted 
But for all the ink sciuaiidered by limbs ot the law. 
The thought of confession she scouted. 


Yet when to the stake the old lady wda brought, 

“ Murder ! mercy ' ” she cried, like a craven , 
And as the black tortiue began, (jUick as tliuught 
She Hew up in the form ot a raven. 


“ Oh ' sweet little black-feathered ( ir.iridmother mine 
Come visit me’ here in my dungeon , 

Flit quick thro’ the bars and brmg to me wine 
And plumcake and cheese for my luncheon. 


“ Oil ' sweet little black-feathered Grannie, arise, 
And make it your caie to-moriow. 

That none of your cousins shall pick out my eyes, 
When I swing, having ended with sorrow ” 
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THE GRENADIEKS. 

Towards France there journeyed two grenadiers 
Who had long been prisoners m Russia ; 

But they drooped their heads as they crossed the 
frontiers, 

And trod on the soil of our Prussia. 

Twas then the sad tidings reached them first 
That France overthrown had retreated, 

That the Grande Arince was routed, dispersed, 

And the Emperor captive, defeated. 

Then they fell a- weeping, those grenadiers, 

The terrible tidings learning ; 

And one of them said “ How the old pain sears, 
How my old wound is burning 

o 

The other said : “ The song is sung. 

And I would die wit.h thee gladly, 

But at home I liave wife and children young, 

And those will need me sadly.” 

“ Children and wife — who cares for these ? 

For such let- me not be entreated ; 

If they’re starving, let them go beg as they please — 
The Emperor captive, defeated ’ ” 
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" But if I should dio, grant me this one request : 

Oh, brother, see that thou move me, 

^ That my corse in the soil of France may rest 
With the fresh turi of France above me. 

“ And see that the cross with its ribbon l)e })liiced 
On my heart ere in earth thou hide me, 

And gird my sword about my waist, 

And lay my musket beside me. 

“ So, listening in silence, evermore 
In my grave like a sentry ‘staying, 

I will wait till I hear the cannon’s roar, 

And the charging coursers neighing. 

** I shall know that the Emperor iides o’er my grave, 
While swords clrsh on swords atl'nghted, 

And seizing my arms 1 will rise from my gravci. 
That the Emperor, God bless him ’ be righted.” 


8 . 

THE MESSENGER 

Arise, my page-boy, saddle (puck, 
Leap on thy courser bold ; 
Gallop amain o’er hill and plain 
To royal Duncan’s hold. 

VOL TX 


I) 
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Hio to tho hfcables there and wait 
Till thee tlie groom has spied, 

Then ask, “Of Duncan’s daughters which, 
1 prithee, is the bride ^ ” 


If the knave says, “ The dark-eyed maid,” 
Spur back and bring the news. 

If the knave says, “ The blue-eyed maid,” 
Then lesser speed may’st use. 


Then to the nearest rope-walk go. 
And buy me there a cord , 

And slowly ride and bring it me. 
But never speak a word 


9 - 

THE HOME-COMING. 

I will not go alone, my delicate love, 

Thou must journey with me ! 

To the dear, old, pleasing, shivering den 
In the drear, cold, fretizing, quivering glen 
Where my motJier squats at the entrance gate 
Her dear son's coming home to await. 
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“ Nay then, unhand me, gloomy man ' 

Who has called thee hither"^ 

Thy hot breath blows, but thy touch is bleak ; 

Thy bright eye glows, but ])alc is thy cheek. 

Whilst I would have gleeful things for mine, 
With s(;ent of roses and sweet sunshine.'* 

Let the roses blossom — the sun shine out, 

My sweetest sweetheart ! 

Fold round thee thy veil with its white-ilowing maze, 
And sound on the lyre its bright il owing lays, 

And sing a wedding song for me 
While the night-wind pipes the melody. 


10 

DON KAMIRO. 

“ Donna Clara, Donna Clara, 

Loved through long, long years so fondly, 
Thou hast willed to be my ruin, 

Thou hast willed it without mercy. 

“ Donna Clara, Donna Clara, 

Is there gift than life more precious ^ 

And beneath it will be gruesome 
In the cold and gloomy grave-yard 
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“ Clara, oh, be glad ! Fernando 
Will to-morrow at the altar 
Claim thee as his own in marriage ; 

Wilt thou bid me to the wedding 

Don litamiro, Don Karniro, 

What thou sayest smites me sharply, 

More than curses of the planets, 

Which bemock my heart’s desire. 

“ Don llamiro, Don Kamiro, 

Free thyself from moody sadness , 

On the earth are many women. 

But we two by God are parted. 

“Don Ramiro, over thrower 

Of the hosts of Moorish knighthood. 

O’er thyself now be the victor ! 

Oh, my friend, come to my wedding ! ” 

“ Donna Clara, Donna Clara, 

Yes, I will be there, I swear it! 

I will tread a measure with thee ; 

Fair good-night , I come to-morrow 1 

“ Fair good-night ! The window clattered 
And Ramiro stood theie sighing, 

Long he stood as changed to marble, 
Vanished at the last in darkness. 
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And at last the long long struggle 
'Tween the night and day was ended , 

And Toledo lay wide-stretching 
Like a garden gay with flowers. 

Palaces and stately buildings 
In the glowing sun are gleaming, 

And the lofty domes of churches 
Gleam and glisten, avS if gilded. 

Distant festiv(i bells are pealing 
Muffled, like the wild bees* humming 
Lovely are the godly chan tings 
IMsing from (iod’s many houses 

But beyond, there, look, behold ye, 

PYcm the chapel on the market 
With a whirling and a surging 
Streams the festive crowd tumultuous 

• 

Gallant knights and brilliant ladies, 

Servants all in gala garments , 

And the clear- toned bells are ringing, 

And the organ crashes through them 

But through crowds, with cheerful reverence 
Yielding passage, walks the bride-pair, 
Decked in youth and bridal raiment, 

Donna Clara, Don P"ernando 
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Eyes of tens of thousands watch them, 
Thousands of glad voices greet them, 

“ Hail thou sun of Castile’s maidens ! 

“ Hail thou flower of Castile’s knighthood 

Toward the bridegroom’s palace threshold 
Rolls the mighty tide of people, 

Where m pride and ancient usage 
They begin the marriage feasting. 

Knightly sports, and gladsome baiKjuets, 
Kollow, each with mirlhful hubbub, 
Swiftly speed the mirthful hours 
Till the dark night closes on them. 

Then the wedding guests assemble 
In the lofty hall for dancing; 

Bright illumed the crowds are shining 
In the vast array of tapers. 

Radiant as a king is Fernand, 

Robed in brilliant purple mantle; 

Like a new-blown rose is Claia, 

Blooming m the bride’s white vesture. 

On exalted dais of honour, 

Willing servants h(»vering round them, 
Bride and bridegroom now are seated 
Resting, sweetest words exchanging. 
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Mnrmuroua sounds the hall re-echoes, 

Ab when tempest stirs the ocean, 

And the loud-voiced horns are shrilling, 
And the trumpets all are clashing 

“ Tell me why, oh fairest mistress. 

Are thy constant looks directed 
To the hall’s remotest cornei ^ ” 

Thus the knight spoke in aiiiazemenl. 

“ Host tliou not descry, Fernando, 

'rhere a moving form hlack-mantled 
And the knight smiles light contentment * 
“ Why, *tis nothing hut a sliadow ' " 

F^iit the shadow drawing nearer 
Showed its'df a man black-mantled 
CJuick she recognise<l Kanin o, 

Welcomed him, disturbed and Hushing 

• 

And eftsoon the ball is opened, 

Gaily whirls the crowd of dancers 
In the walt/’s giddy circles. 

And the floor is groaning, heaving. 

“Truly 1 will follow gladly 
To the dance with thee, Kamiro. 

But why in this night-dark mantle 
Hast thou chosen to come hither ? ” 
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And witli stony eyes tliat pierced her 
Don Ramiro glared upon lier. 

Grasping her, he darkly answered : 

Thon thyself didst bid me hither.” 

Through the surging whirl of dancers 
These two dancers made a pathway. 

And the kettle-drums are booming, 

And the trumpets all are blaring. 

“ Why, thy cheeks are white as snow- Hakes 
Whispered Clara, fear subduing. 

“ Thou thyself didst bid me hither,” 

1 follow-toned spake Don Kainiio 

Through tlie hall the tapers flicker 
With the swaying tide of dancers , 

And the kettle-drum*? are booming, 

And the trumpets all are blaring. 

Oh, thy very hands are icy ! ” 

Clara whispered, terror-stricken. 

“ Thou thyself didst bid me hither.” 

And the whirlpool whirls them onward. 

“ Loose me, loose me, Don Ramiro ! 

For thy breath is of the churchyard.’' 

And again the self-same answer: 

“Thou thyself didst bid me hither.” 
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And the floor itself is glowinp, 

Merrily the fiddlers fiddle. 

And as in some mad enchantment 
All things in the hall are vvhirling. 

“ Loose me, loose me, Don liamiro ' 

And the whirlpool swirls and surges , 

I )on Ramiro makes no ans\\ er 

Save those same words, dark and hollow. 

“ Go ’ in God*s great name I bid thee ' 
Clara cried in accents steadfast ; 

And the word was scarcely uttered, 
When, behold, Ramiro vanislied. 

Marble death lay on her features, 

Ice at hea^’t, black night aiouiid her , 
Swooning lies the raditant maiden. 
Darkened every sense, unconscious. 

But the mists of slumber leave her, 

And at last she lifts her lashes ; 

But amazcnient once more threatens 
To re-close those gentle eyelids. 

For though all the dance was stirring 
Never had she left the dais. 

Still she sits beside her bridegroom, 

Who is eagerly beseeching. 
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“Tell me why Ihy cheek is paling? 
Tell me why tJjine eye is darkening ? 

“ Ah f Eamiro ! murmured Clara, 

And her tongue was lamed with horror 

Then more deep the anxious furrows 
On Fernando’s forehead gathered. 

Lady, seek no bloody tidings , 

Don liamiro died at noon-day.” 


11 . 

LELHHAZZAK 

The midnight hour was drawing nigh , 
Babylon slumbered silently. 

But in the palace of the King 
Was flaring light and rioti'ng. 

Aloft there in the monarch’s hall 
Belshazzar held high festival. 

ITis minions sat in gleaming line 
And drained the cups of sparkling wine 

The goblets clashed, the varlets roared, 
Such tumult pleased their braggart Lord ! 
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The King’s cheeks ilaine as red as blood, 
And wine hath made him bold of mood, 

And blindly urges him along 
To blaspheme God with impious tongue. 

He stood erect, Idasphemiiig loud ; 
AppLause lang from the servile crowd. 

He shouted with a glance that burned, 

And a slave sped forth and quick returned 

On his head he bore a precious load 
liobbed from the temple-shrine of God. 

The King snatched reckk.«‘5ly from him 
A sacred cup fall to the bum 

To the last drop the cup did he drain. 

And shouted \yith foaming mouth again 

“Jehovah, at thee contempt 1 Ihiig, 
zViid I in llabyloii am King.’’ 

But scarce was the daring taunt expressed 
fire secret terror filled the King’s breast. 

The strident laughter died away , 

Over all a death-like silence lay. 



6o 


THE BOOK OF SONGS. 


And see * and see > on the wall above, 

A ghostly hand began to move. 

And it wrote and wrote the white wall upon, 
Letters of flame it wrote — and was gone. 

The King sate there with rigid look, 

Pallid as death, with knees that shook. 

The courtiers sat in chill dismay. 

Silent they sate — no sound made they. 

The Magi came, but none of them all 
Could read the warning upon the wall 

And ere the morning broke again 
Py Ills own slaves was Pelshazzar slain. 


12 . 


THE MINSTKELS. 

To the trial of singers ever 

Elocks the eager minstrel throng ; 
Stranger contest was there never 
Than this tournament of song. 
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Wild and bounding Fancy serves them 
For a char^^er brave and fine ; 

And as buckler Art preserves them. 

And their sword is speech divine. 

From gay balconies above them 
Oladsome beauties gaze beneath, 

15ut the right one is not with them, 
With the one right laurel wreath ^ 

Other knights when as they enter 
For the jousts are hale and sound ; 

But we minstrels only venture 

Bearing there our own death-wound. 

And the bard whose life blood boundeth 
Freest, gushing in his lays, 

He is victor ; for him soundeth 
Beauty’s most exalted praise. 


13- 

Y6nng Henry passed with wan pale face ; 

Fair Evelyn looked from her bower. 

“ He’s pale,” she murmured — “ iiod give me grace 
As ghosts at the ghostly hour. ’ 
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He raised his eyes to her window above, 

All love-sick to Evelyn’s bower ; 

Fair Evelyn turned pale with pain of love, 
Pale as ghosts at the ghostly hour. 

Love-stricken fair Evelyn stood in that place, 
Day by day a- watch from her bower; 

But ere long she lay in Henry’s embrace 
Night by night at the ghostly hour. 


THE WOUNDED KNKHIT. 

I know an ancient story 
Woeful and sad in sooth ; 

A knight was lying love -stricken, 

For his love had broken her troth. 

Perforce must he despise her. 

That faithless lady fair , 

Must ever scorn as shameful 
His own regret and despair. 

He is fain to ride in the tourney 
And challenge the nobles all : 

“ Who says that my love is not spotless, 
Let him come to the lists and fall.” 
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The knights around would be silent, 
Tint not his own keen smart , 

By himself mubl the lance be levelled 
At his own poor broken heart. 


15 - 

THE VOYAGE. 

1 stood and leant against the mast 
To count each billow trying. 

Ob fair my fatherland adieu ' 
Ilow thr good ship is Hying ' 


My true love’s windows glisten bright 
As past them I am fleeting , 

I stare until my eyes are dim, 

But get no sign of greeting. 


Oh, that I may not blinded be. 

Ye tears, keep distant from me , 

Oh sore-sick heart, break not, although 
Griefs all too great o’ercome me. 
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l6. 

THK SONG OF JIEMORSE. 

Sir Glrich rides through the forest green, 
Where merrily leaves are glistening ; 

Before him a maiden form is seen 
Amongst the branches listening. 

“ I know her well/* says the gay gallant, 
“ The blooming blossom yonder ; 

Tempting, doth she my pathway haunt 
When in crowds or alone I wander. 

‘‘ Twin little rosebuds arc her lips, 

So fresh and so delightful. 

But often from between them slips 
A hateful word and spiteful. 

“ And therefore much a rosebush fair 
ll(jr little mouth resembles. 

And veiiomed snakes of cunning rare 
Hiss where the foliage trembles. 

“ And that delicious dimple, too, 

Upon the cheek delicious. 

That is a pit I plunged into, 

Crazed by desire ])ernicious. 
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“ The beauteous curls I loved so well 
Upon that head of beauty, 

They were the net wherein T fell 
To be the devil’s booty 

“ And that blue eye as clear to sec 
As waters ^lidin^ purely. 

It seemed the ^ate of heaven to me, 

Yet It was hell’s gate suiely.” 

And thiough the wood »Sir Uliich iides, 

Th(‘ d<irk leaves whispei* eerie, 

Another Form before bim gllde^, 

15ut this is wan and weary. 

‘ () Mothei ’ ” he c'ries, “ vvlui lovd’st me so. 
With mother’s love so truly. 

Whose life I turned lo bitter wo^ 

W ith act and word unruly 

“ (\)uld I dry tliine eyes witii the scorching heat 
Wheiewith my own pangs aie glowing ’ 

Could i crimson thy cheeks so pale and swx*et 
With blood from my own heart flowing ' ” 

Afid the knight rides on among the trees , 

The twilight shades are falling, 

And murinurs rise on the evening breeze. 
Strange voices round him calling 
VUL. IX. K 
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And again and again are the words renewed, 

The words himself had uttered ; 

Twas the sly little birds of the good green wood 
That sang and chattered and fluttered 

“ Sir niricli sings his pietty song, 

His song of remorseful sonow 
And when lie comes to the end ol his song, 

He’ll begin it again on the inoirow.” 


TO A SLNOKi:, SJNOlNd OLD 

ROMANCE 

Still does her eh.uinnig iinag(‘ haunl. me 
As when at liist she met my view ' 

'riu* lovely and nnsterious singing 
Within my he.iit w^as softly iinging 
Till to my eyes the tears came sjninging, 
And what lieiell me scarce 1 knew 

A visi(»n came across my senses 
And I was still a guihdess child, 

Sitting in sileiic(j b} the light 

111 my dear mothei’s chambei blight, 

Reading old stoiiet* of delight, 

Whilst outside iiighi and wind weie wild 
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To life the ancient legends started , 

The knights were rising from their grave, 

At Itoncesvalles the fray advances, 

Sir I inland to the rescue prances, 

Followed by scores ol valiant lances, 

And, ah ' by Gaiiclon the Knave 

An evil bed makes he for lioland, 

Who^^ie blood streams foith, whose eyes wax dim , 
Scarce to his Kaiser’s ears had pass(‘d 
From the famed hoin, the sijj^nal-blast, 

Kre the j>ale Knight had bnMthed his last, 

And all my vision oied with him 

'rh(3n came a stir and loud confusion 
That from my dream u^*alled me so , 

'Idle legend f’roi 1 my soul was d\ mg, 

’Mid clapping hands, in plaudits \ icing 
I’hc hearers endless IJraxas ciwiig — 

’Idle pnma donna cmlsied low 


18 

TIIF SON(; OF THK GTIKKAS. 

Ah J my golden guineas biight, 
Whithei have ye taken llight 



68 


THE BOOK OF SONGS 


Are ye with the golden fishes 
Which rejoicing in the river 
Dive and rise and dive for evei 

Are ye witli the golden blossoms, 

Which, vipoii an emerald lawn. 

Sparkle in the dews of dawn 

Are ye with the golden birdies. 

Which, berayed in shining ethei, 

Float thro’ purple air together ^ 

Ale ye wiUi the golden planets, 

Winch in brilliant ai lines blight 
Smile fiom heaven tlinaigh al) the night 


Ah ' my bright and golden guineas, 
Swim not in the stream haul by 
S])arklc not in meadow’s dew, 
Hover not in ether’s blue, 

Smile not from the shining sky 


Ah ^ those Mainchfcan.s, rot ’em, 

In their ereedy claws have ^^ot ’em ' 
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DIALOGUE ON VADEIJLORN HEATH 

I )o you liear far niusic soundiiitf 
As of fiddles and bassoon ^ 

Many a pretty ^irl is boniidin^f 
Vondei to the li^ht-wiii^ed tune” 

“ Wliy, my friend, why. what a blunder ' 

As to fiddles^ 1 e.iidt Iumv ’em 
Only piglin<fs sfpieal out yonder 

With the old ones ifiunting lu^ai ’em ” 

‘ Do yon h('ar the bin^les pealint; 

"vVlieie the merry huntsiiun ])asN, 

Aiul th(' shepherd’s pipes eoiiie stealing 
VVhilsL the still Hoeks crop the oniss ^ ' 

“ Why, my friend, the sound you’re hearing 
Is no pipe' no buole blows’ 
but I see t in swineheid nearing, 

Driving home his ho{^s and sows ' 

“ 1 K) you hear, like choirs competing 
In the distance sweetest lays ^ 

Angels with their wings are beating 
To such sounds t heir loudest praise ’ 
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Why. good sir, those dulecl snatches 
Are no rivalry of song, 

Tis the screaming boy who watches 
Geese, that drives his geese along ” 

“ I)on*t you hoar the bells a-chiming 
Wondrous sweet and wondrous deal ^ 
Where the folk the hill are ehnibiug 
1 o then church, devout, sincere ’’ 

‘‘ Wliy, my friend, those strains transc^Midinj. 

Are the IxOls of ox and cow, 

To their gloomy stables wending 
Home with foreheads di ooping Ioav ’ 

“ See, a silent nod doth greet im^ ^ 

Don’t yon see a wim]»le dance ^ 

’Tis my own love there tc» meet me, 
eaining in her dewy glance.” 

Why, my friend, there’s no one molding’ 

I hi I I see an old wife go 
Pale and lean, on crut< hes ]»lodihng 
To the meadow-])ath l)clow ” 

“Laiigli, old friend, to my confusion, 

Jeei at my fantastic cjiuvst, 

Hut you can’t change to delusion 
AVhat 1 Inild deep in my breast ” 
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1)I?EAM AND LIFE 

The (lay was glowing, and so glowed ley heart , 

But all silent I bore within me the smart, 

And I slrde forth 111 silence, as soon as ni^ht fell, 
Where the rose bhtomed in silence — a place I knew 
well. 

1 diew near softly and dumb as the Ln*ave, 

Only my tears my elieeks did lave. 

And into tlie rose’s cup did I i;aze, 

There a light slione out like a glowing l)la/e. 

X('ai the lose 1 lay down xo sleoj) peacudiill} , 

Wlieii a iiKK’king (beam made its '-'poll ot na* 

I saw’ theie a I’osy maiden’s form, 

A bo(lu*(‘ of rose hid her bosom warm 

• 

Sonu'ihing pretty she gave me, and gohh‘n and solt, 
Whicli into a gold house T bori' aloft ; 

All thing'- in t.hat house were womliou'-ly gay 
And a bevy w’as dancing in festive array. 

The dancins wen* tw(*he they no ]),uise kmwv m res^,. 
Each one’s )»and in anotbei’s hand wms liini piessed. 
And vvheiu'ver one dance to its end diew’ nnjh, 
Another began ere the tirst had giuie bv 
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Through tho music came to my ear this strain * 
‘‘The sweetest of hours will ne’er come again; 
Thy whole life has been nothing else but a dream, 
And this hour is only a dream in that dream.” 

The dream was gone when morning burned, 
Quickly my eye to tiie rose was turned • 

Ah w()(* ’ instead of the Hanie’s bright glow, 

A dull ^orni linked in the calyx now 


IN AN ALIUIJVT 

One huge highway is this woild of ours, 

And along it we men are but hurriers. 

For on horse and on foot each mortal scours, 
What are we footmen and couriers ? 

Our kerchiefs we wave as we pass on the road. 
And nod from llie carriage a greeting, 

I hit no tune to tarry and kiss is allowed, 

For tuiward the swift steeds are fleeting. 

Scarce ha\ e we met at the same posthoiise, 

OlO much beloved IVinc(‘ Alexander 
When the jio&tboy’s horn for de])aitiire blows. 
And blows ns far asuruhn 
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A ITtUlSM. 

When spring with its sunshine hours is here. 
Each dear little floweret Inids and blows , 
When the moon on her radiant lourney goes, 
Then follows her wake every starlet clear 
When the singer looks into two sweet eyes, 
From the d(*pths of his spiiit his songs arise 
Ihit songs and stars, and the dear little tlowers. 
And eyes, and nioon-rajs. and sunsliine hours 
However inueh all such .stufl ma\ please 
We*, cannot iiiako us a world of these 
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SONNET TO A. W. SCULEGEL. 

In swelling hoop, fhrtiiig a trim bouquet. 

Each painted cheek with tiny patches graced, 

A tower-hkci liead-diess, and a wasp-hke waist, 
Witli beaked pantouilles and enibroideiy gay — 

Tins was the (iennaii Muse’s late an ay, 

What time she came to hold thee close embraced, 
r>ut bliou didst get thee from her paths in haste, 
And dreaming didst ])iirsue tliy devious ^^^y — 

Tin'll didst t.hon find a castle in a wood 
Where, like i>uie marble, lay in solitude 
Tlie sweetest maiden in enchanted rest ; 

Tint at tliy greeting, lo ^ the spell was broke. 

Ami, snnliiig, ( Germany’s true JVIuse awoke 

To sink at once, love-vam|Uished, cm thy breast. 

TO MV MoTHEIh \) TIETNE 

I 

J have been wont to bear my head on higli, ' 
Haiight} and stern am I of mood and mien : 

Yea, tlio’ a king should gaze on me, I ween, 

1 should not at his gaze east down my eye 
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But I will speak, dear Mother, cnndidly : 

When most puffed up my haughty mood hath been, 
At thy sweet presence, blissful and serene, 

I feel the shudder of humility 

Does thy soul all unknown my soul subdue, 

Thy lofty soul that pierces all things tin o' 

And speeds on lightning wings U* hoavcirs blue ^ 

Or am 1 racked by what my niemones tell 
Of fre([ucnt deeds whicli caused thy heart to swell — 
That l)eauteous heart which loved me, ah ^ too well 


Thee had 1 once in a mad drecJii forsaken. 

And then J hniged to roam the wulc world ovei, 

To see, pendiance, it 1 might Love di.>cover. 

And, with (‘mbiac{‘.s loving. Love awaken ’ 

T made my search for Love thro’ all the ways, 

Before each door with outstretched hands im])lonMl 
Like any hoggar, alms from Love’s rich hoard. 

Men sneered, and froze me with their scornful gaze. 
But in my love-search never ceasing, ever 
For Love, still Love, I sought and found it never; 

Thei/turning once more, homeward, sick with care. 
Thou didst eoni(' forth to meet mo — was 1 dn'aining ^ 
For oh, behold ’ in thy deep ey(*s lay gleaming, 

Love, the long-soughl-for, sweetest- Love, was there ' 
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SONNET TO H. S. 

When hastily upon thy paf^e I gaze, 

Then starts to welcome me the long-endeared, 
Tlie golden forms which to mine eyes ap})ear(;d 
In boyliood’s dreams and in my childhood's days 
Again 1 see the sacred minster raise 

Its height to heaven, by Oerman faith upreared ; 
Again the organ and the chimes are heard, 

And, low between, love's sweet complaining lays 
And iiiiiilile imjjs in swanns my eye perceives, 
Who clamber freakish round the minster towers 
To ruin trellised stone and dainty flowers. 

A'et though you strij) the oak of all its leaves, 

And steal tlie verdant glory of its hue, 

(’omes a new sjiring, ’twill bowei itself anew 
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With dolts I dance not — iio^ nor incense bear 
To those who seem of ^old, but aie of clay , 

Nor grasp his proffered hand who, when he may 
To very tatters my fair name will tear , 

Nor do I bow before the harlots fair 

Who shameless of their shame do make disj)lay , 
Nor shall 1 tug with all the mob, when they 
Harness themselves to their own idol’s eai 
Of course T know that die stout oak must fall, 
While su])ple-bendmg river reeds stand fast 
After, just as befoie the tempest-blasi. 

But what’s the good jf such a reed at all ^ 

What luck ^ to serve some coxcomb for a proj». 
Or help to dust the garments of ii fop ! 


Give mG» the vizard — I will mask me eke 

As some poor beggar, that the rogues who show 
So bravely in historic domino 
May never dream that 1 am of their clique. 
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And like the rabble let me act and s])eak, 

To show myselt the lowest of tlie low, 

Disclaiming all the spiiit’s fire and glow, 

In dalliance with vailets vain and weak. 

Thus will 1 dance at the great fancy-ball 

With kniglits, monks, kings aroumb a motley crew, 
Welcomed by harlequin though known tt) few, 
Ikdalumred l)y tlic wooden swords of all 
Aye, lIku'c’s tlie joke ^ for should my masking cease, 
Then all this gallows-gang must hold their j^eace 

I laugh at the insijnd dandy-shapes, 

(iloatiiig about me, with their lie-goat laces 
Laugh at the emjity vuljnne lau’d, which tiaces 
My steps with stealthy leers, and snitls .ind gajies , 
Laugh at the highly-leained i.ice ol ai)e>, 

Who vaunt themselves as judges proud of merit , 
Laugh at the miscreants of feeble spirit, 

Whose venouied shafts no woik of mine esciqies— 

Still though kind Fortune’s gifts in ruination 

Jly Fate s stern hands before mine ey(is are strown, 
And at my feet aie as in mockery Hung 
Jw’n though my iieait within my breast is wiung, 
Wrung even to breaking — shattered and over- 
thrown — 

A hearty ringing laugh ’s some consolation 
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There haunts my l)rain wondrous ])ietty lay, 
And in the lay a ])iettv son<» is iin^nui; 

And in the song is Jiving, hlooining, springing, 
A maiden, young and lovely as a fay : 

And 111 tins niJiid a little heait doth stay, 
lUit in that heart no glow of love you find 
Into that loV(‘le->s, tiost-eiieiieled mind 
Nothing but j/nd(^ and scoin can lind then way 
Dost hear, how in my head the lay is iinging ^ 
And how the song lings out so sUnn and sad ' 
And how the maid’s low Liiigh its hiiideii beans 
My head 1 leai will soon in twain be spiinging — 
Oh lioiroi ' fur 1 teai I ma) go mad — 

My Jeason totieirt with these unknown ieais 


5 

In the si ill melaneholy iweinng-lioui 
h‘ing in my ears songs siltnit h»ng ago, 

Willie down my cheeks my tears in toneiits How, 
And from my old heart- wauinds the blood-sti earns poui 
And like a,s m d iiiagie mirrors llooi, 
llefore m} eyes my darling’s image Hits, 

111 bodice red as at her woik she sits 
Around her, holy peace reigns eveimoie 
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Anon, shell spring out of her chair, and sever 
From her dear head one of the daintiest curls, 
And give it me, with joy my head still whirls. 
But Satan’s turned my joy to pain for ever, 

He from those hairs has spun a cable strong 
And leads me up and down, for yea.rs along. 


6 .* 

“ When I, a year ago, came back to thee, 

No kiss of welcome on my lips was laid,” 

1 growled — the rosy li])s of my sweet mrad, 

With sweetest kiss, for growl requited me ; 

Then with sweet smile a myrtle slip plucked shci, 
Fiom oirtlie bush that at the window stood 
“Take that,” she said, “plant it in soil that’s good, 
Tut ov(*r it a glass ; and then you'll see.” 

It’s all long past, the slip in pot is dead , 

Nor her sweet self for years have 1 beheld, 

But still that kiss is burning in my head , 

And from afar it made me Utevy stray, 

Where my love dwells. All night my post I held, 
Before her door — then went with morn away. 

(Juard thee, my friend, from grimmest devils' i,aws. 
More dangerous yet aie angels softly smiling; 

One such I knew, and she my heart beguiling, 
I’roll'ered sweet kiss — right soon 1 felt sharp claws — 
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Guard thcc, my friend, from black old pussy’s paws ; 
More dangerous yet are white young kittens 
mewing — 

One such I took for Love, to niy undoing — 

My heart was toi*n to rags — my Love the cause — 

Oh sweet beguiler ! wondiou^^ lovely inaiden ^ 

How could thine eyes of dealest blue deceive me ' 
Could thy soft paw of my heart’s llesh bereave me ^ 
My kitten’s softest paw with sweet scent laden 
Oil miglit I })ies.^ It to my lijis all glowing! 

And might my heart’s blood then to death be 
How mg ’ 


8 ^ 

Ilow soon would jiovcrty forsake im* wholly, 

Could 1 with faultless jiencil ]>f ap])ealiiig 
To all, and deck the walls from iluor to eeiling, 

Of hall or church, with pictuies g.iy or holy ! 

How S(K)n the gold would fall, like showeis in thunder, 
If on the llute, tfie fiddle, and ]aano, 

1 (’ould so write for bass and for soprano, 

Tliat lords and ladies should clap hands in wonder ' 
Hut Mammon ne’er will smile u]»on poor me, 

Alas, alas ’ one only art 1 cherish 
And tlTat’s the starving art of Poesy — 

And so, while other men, with goblets llowung, 

Are god-like on champagne, why T must peiish 
Of thirst, or to the ])ump for drink be g(»ing 
VO I.. IX. V 
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9 * 

Mere torliiie-diJiiubcr has this world been to me, 
VVheie by Uie lieels the hangman me sus})ended, 
With red-hot pincers all my members leiided, 

Then into cramping iron fetters threw me. 

Wild sliiieks of nameless pain lesounded thiough me, 
From mouth and eyes the blood was streammg 
till ions — 

A l.id> passing by btoj)})ed, cool and curious ; 

With golden haminei’s dc ymce she slew me, 

Then curous looked she on while m contortion 
My limbs weie writhing, m Death’s grim abortion. 
From blecHling moutli my tongue hung out and 
(jmvered — 

Curious she gazed, while still my w(‘ak heart shivered — 
My last death-jMttle seemed sweet music to her, 

And to a cold and mocking laugliter drew hei. 

10 ^ 

Thou’st seen me oft tiglit with that clownisli race 
Of painted cats, .ind pu]»p!es glass-jii-eye, 

Who love to foul my fair name’s purity, 

And with their tongues would me to luin chase 
Tliou’sl seen me oil tea.sed by the ])edant try, 
Surrounded by eneli foors-ca})-wT‘aring ass, 

My lieart tor every poisonous snake a jilace, 

While my life's blood from countless wounds doth tly. 
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But thou alone like to a tower did’st stand . 

Ill storms, thy head like lighthouse on firm land ; 
Thy true heart was to me a harbour sure — 

A harbour, but across a stormy main — 
lew ships perhaps that harbour may attain, 

But who attains may slumber there, secure. 

II 

Fain would T wee]), but weeping is denied . 

Fain would I strivii, with ardoui u[»wards leap, 

But striving is denied, on earth 1 cree]) 

Where foul snakes all around me hiss and glide. 
Fain would 1 near my deaiest Love abide. 

O’er my Life’s doy in circling s})aee would sweep 
In her healtli-giving breath my own to steej) 

1 was denied ^ ATy heart grew sick indeed. 

Out of my l)roken heart the blood Hows fast, 

The scalding blood, and I wax faint and chili, 

And to my (syes all tilings grow drear and dreaici. 
Witli strange mysterious thiill I long for nearer 
View of that (loudland where pale ghosts and still 
Their loving arms would gently round me cast. 
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rilOliOGUE 

There once was a knight, who was moody and drear, 
Wan and hollow beyond all Udling, 

He staggered and stumbled, now hither, now here, 
Some desolate dream him compelling. 

So wooden, so lumpish, so clumsy was he, 

That the girls and the fiowers they tittered with glee, 
When he shambled along past tlieir dwelling. 

In the gloomiest corner he sat there remote, 

And shrank where his fellows were thronging , 

And tho’ never a word from his lips ye might note, 

He would stretcdi forth his arms with strange longing. 
But the one tiny tap at his door would he hear, 

When singing and ringing came echoing clear 
As the Minstei the midnight was tongiiing. 

Then enters his loved one , she steals to his chair, 

Clad in raiment of foam white and gushing, 

But her veil it is only one magical glare ; 

Like a rose she is blushing and flushing. 

Gold tresses are playing around her fair feet, 

And her eyes have a power resistless and sweet. 

To the other’s embrace each is rushing. 

84 
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The knight, he enclasps her with passionate might, 

He was wooden — he bursts into fire , 

He dreamt, but he wakes , he is red who was white , 
The timid is bold with desire 
With her wiles and her glamour Lhe kniglit is 
beguiled, 

And her veil she cast over his head while she smiled— 
The veil of her witchery dire. 

And now by enchantment he stands in a hall 
Built of water, by water surrounded . 

With the glare and the glitter, the lush and the 
fall 

The knight is bemused and confounded. 

But the water-fay clingeth still close to his side, 

The knight he is bridegroom, the tny she is bride; 

And the lutes of her handmaids resounded. 

They play and they sing — and they sing with 
delight , 

To her feet leapeth every dancer , 

His wits and his senses are leaving the knight. 

Yet more tightly he strains the entrancer. 

When — the lights are extinguished, the brilliance is 
gone, 

The knight he is sitting at home — and alone, 

In the poet's poor desolate garret 
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I. 


All in Uie wondrous month oJ May, 
When every bud was blowing. 
Then deep within my bosom 
The tender love was growing. 


All in the wondrous month of May 
Wlien birds sang late and earl\, 

I told my love and longing 
To her 1 lov(5 so dearly 


2 . 

Out of my tears many flowers 
In rarest bloom arise. 

And the songs of a choius of nightingales 
ite-echo out of my sighs. 


And little one, if thou wilt love me, 
Thine all the flowers sliall be , 
And the nightingale at thy window 
Shall carol his blithest for thee 
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3 - 

The rose and the lily, the dove and the sun, 

With a passionate love I once loved e^'cry one 
I love them no more — but 1 love the f'oii>])letest, 

The neatest and nieetest, discreetest and sweetest. 

She herself is love’s well-spring' and other there's nom^ 
Foi she’s ros(‘ and she’s lily, she’s dove and she’s sun. 

4 - 

When as I gaze aito tliiiK^ eyes, 

Then every juiin and mu iow lli(‘s , 

Jliit when inv li]»s aie prissed to tlnnr, 

Then perlect health and joy are mine 

And when upon thy lienii 1 r(‘St, 

Heaven's ecstasy o'ei Hoods my breast 
r»ut whe#i thou sayest — 1 love but Llioe, 
Thmi I do weep most bitterly 


5 . 

So fair aiid dear thy features seem, 
As now I saw them in my dieain . 

So sweet, so angel-like thou ait, 

Yet pale — so ])ale it breaks my heait 
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Sull rose hues ou thy lips prevail, 

Ihii d(*aUi ere long will kiss them pale. 

Kveu now tlie heavenly radiance fhes 
Winch shone from out those pure calm eyes 

6 . 

(.)h lean tliy cheek upon my cheek, 

That, together our tears may How I 
Ami to 111} lieart ]»rcss fa^t thy heait, 

Tint together then tiames may glow. 

And when the stieani of our tears shall How 
Whore that mighty llame is hurnmg, 

And when my stiong arms lound thy body J throw, 
1 die of wild love’s yc-arning. 

7 . 

1 will bathe my spirit rejoicing 
Dee]) 111 I lie lily’s bell 
The Idy sliall tlmiice be voicing 
A song to my bonnibel. 

’riie song f^hall leap and quiver, 

As on her mor.th the kiss, 

Wliieli she gave me once and foi ever 
In ,1 momeui of >Aondrous bliss 
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8 

The stars have stood uniiioviiij^ 

Upon the heavenly plains 

For ages, gazing each on each, 

With all a lover’s pains. 

They speak a noble language, 
Copious and rich and strong . 

Yet none of your greatest schoolmen 
Can understand that tongue. 

iUit I have learnt it, and never 
Can forget it for iiiy part — 

For I used .is my only gnimmar 
The face of the joy of my \iein% 

9 - 

On wings of^song I’d bear thee 
Away whom 1 love so well , 

Away to the Canges’ prairie , 

1 know where ’tis fair to dwell. 

•There in the still noon is sleeping 
A goT-geous-tloweied grove , 

The lotus-flowers are keeping 
Watch for the sister thev love 
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The violets prattle and flutter, 

And gaze at the stars above , 

In sccT'cdi the roses utter 

Their fragrant stories of love 

Lithe, gentle gazelles come }»ounding 
N carer to list to the i ose , 

Afai you may hcai lesoundiiig, 

^riie Sacred Stream as il Hows 

Then' will we slumber, sinking 
l»ene*Ub the palm to rest. 

Love and re])ose in-drinking, 

Aiul dieaniing dreams Minee-blest. 


TO 

Tlio lotus-blossom trentldeR 

At the Sun’s resplendent light. 
And wa»ls with drooping foreliead 
In d) earns ilie coming night. 

Tlie inooii he is her lernan. 

And wakes her from liei ilrcams 
Tier el'Jtste llower-fac(‘ unveiling. 
To him, she meets his beams 
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She beams and glows and glimmers, 
Her upward gaze she sliains, 

Vours forth her tears and perfume 
Of Love, and Love’s sweet ])ains 

1 1 

Ly 1 thine, our sacred river, 

(_)n muroring waves is thrown 

With Its great Dom for evei. 

Our great and sacied Cologne 

High in the J)oni hath its station 
A picture on leather of gold . 

Amid my life’s desolation 
1 savv It, and was consoled 

Flowers and seraphs hover 
Aiouiid Our Lady there. 

Whose eyes, li}»s, cheeks, disct»ver 
The face of my sweetheait fair. 


12. 

Thou lov’st me not — thou lov’st not me, 
That’cj uniiii]iortant, very ^ 

To gaze upon thee is to be 

More than a monarch iiieiry. 
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Thou hatesl, hatcst me indeed — 
Thy rosy lips declare it ; 

But lend them me to kiss at need, 
And, child, 1 well may bear it 


13* 

Thou must t^YinL• tliee so lovingly round me, 

Th(»u woman, dear, lovely and warm , 

Till with arms and with feet thou hast bound me, 
And with all the lithe grace of thy form. 

Thou she threw Inu-self mightily on me, 

SIh*. twined, nnd she wound, and she ])ressed 
Sh( won me, most beautiful vSrrpent’ 

H(M Laoeooii the thrice blest 


14 

Nay, swear not, only kiss me now ' 

1 may not trust a woman’s vow ! 

'riioMjh sweet thy word, more sweet to me 
The kiss that 1 have won from thee , 

I liave it, and I hold it tiue, * 

But words are breath and fleetiim dew. 

O 
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Nay, swear, iny darling, breathe thy vow ; 

I trust thy merest promise now. 

For sinking thus upon thy l>refist 
T know myself supremely blest. 

T know that thou my love wilt be 
For years beyond eternity. 

15 

lT|)on my dearest’s pretty eyne 
I make tlie fairest canzoni , 

Upon my dearest’s mouth so fine 
1 make the best terza iima , 

Upon my dearost’s clieek divine 
1 make the noblest stanze 
And rd ])eii her a sonnet, and not a bad one, 
Un her little heart — if she onl} had one 

16 

I* 

The world has neithei ejes noi brains. 

It glows in still tifieation ! 

Of thee, my pietty ehild, it eomplains 
Thou hast not the ber^t i*eputation 

The world has neither biains noi i*yes. 

For evei mis-discerning , 

It knows not what joy in thy kisses lies, 

Nor the ecstasy of their buining. 
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i7- 

'riiou shiilt tell me now, my sweeting. 

\rt thou not indeed the dream 
AV}iich, when sunimei nights are Heeling, 
Througli the poet’s brain doth stream ^ 

No a mouth so sweet with jiassion, 
l^yes so lull of magic light, 

Such a dailing clnld to fashion 
Is lie\ond th(' ])oet’s might 

Vamjnies basilishs malicious, 

I )ragoii-hrood and monsters dire 
All such fa]»led beasts pernicious, 

^J'hese create the poet’s fne 

Ihit tlivseJi, tliy freaks and fancies, 

And thy face so tender-bright., 

And iliy truthlul, tTeacheioii.s glances, 
Ale bevoinl the poet’s might 


18 

Lik(^ t.lic 'K' *an-foam-])orn L'^oddess 

iii> love with Ijeaiity ilecKed, 
r«u of oonic unheard-of stiangei 
She's the little hiide-elect. 
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Oh my heart, thou patient suffere*, 
Dear no grudge that slie’s untrue , 
Hear, bear with hei and forgive hei, 
All the pretty fool may do 


19. 

1 know no grudge though my own heart should break. 
Oh ' my lost Love, no giudge for thy swc'et sake 
J3eam Jis tliou wilt 111 all tJiy diamonds bright, 

No beam can shine to cheer thy liosom’s night 

Tve known it long I saw thee in my sleej), 

And o’ei thy lieart night brooded dark and deej). 

I saw the serpent gnawing at tliy breast 
And knew ilice i»f .ill women wretchedest 


20. 

Yes, thou ait wretched, and all giudge dejiaits 
O Love, we e.innot ’scape tiom wietchedness 
Till Death liimselt shall lueak our stricken heail.> 

0 Love, we cannot ’scape from wretchedness 

The iiKX'kery on thy li)) T see it well , 

1 see detiance ilasliing from thine e}e, 

I see the pride which makes tliy bosom swell — 
Yet ait thou wretched, wretched even as 1 . 
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IJuL pjini will twitch the lip unseen of Jill, 

In tli<it iiroiul 1)080111 hidden wounds do lie; 
Tliiit eye is diiiiiued l)y tears that dare not fall — 
( ) hove, we must be wretched — till we die 

21 

H(M<;ho’ vvhiit iiiusic eiitraiiciiin ' 

Flutes, fiddles, and truin])cls, and all ' 

And see whmo my love is dauehij^ 

A d.iiiee at her wedding ball. 

IftMglio ' what a cdaniour and droning ' 

How t.lie trunijiets bray thro’ the hall 
lJut haik to the sobbing and groaning 
( )\ the jj^oud angels all. 


22 

And ('anst thou have foigotteii wholly 
How Ion,; tliy heart was mine, mine solely ^ 

I tiat SUM 11 heal t so sweet, and t>o false, and so wee, 
Nbjiight sweetei', nought falser could ever be. 

t anst tliou lia\e forgotten the love and anguish 
Wdierewith my heart oppressed did languislr-^ 

I know' not il love was giealer than care, 

1 Old) know how great both were. 
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23 - 

Tf they knew, the tiny floweis, 

How bleeds my wounded heart. 

Their tears would mingle in showers 
With mine, to heal the smart. 

And if th(i nightingales knew it, 

How sad and sick is my soul, 

'Phey would burst into song to renew it. 
And make iiiy spirit whole. 

To the golden stars were it given 
To know of my soriow and pain, 

They would quit their lotiy Heaven 
To bid me take heart again. 

How should these know it, 1 wonder ' 
One only knows my smart, 

It IS she who herself rent asunder, 

IJent asunder my heart. 

24. 

*Oh wherefore are the roses wan, 

Oh say, my Love, wherefore ^ 

And wherefore the gieen grass upon 
Jllue violets breathe no more 
VOL. IX. 


c; 



THE BOOK OF SONGS 


Oh wlicic'fore siu^s the lark o’erhead 
A song of such despair ? 

And wliy are death-like odours shed 
Kroin fragrant lavender ^ 

VVh> gle<iiiis the suii so eoldly bright 
I 'poll tlie saddened lea ' 

Tlie inournfiil enrth in grny is dight, 

"Fis like a grave to me 

Oil wherc'torc am 1 so siek and so dieai, 

( hi siy, my Love, my own , 

Oh say, my d(*arest, my heart’s own deal, 
AVliereloie hast i.hon left me lone ^ 


25. 

'riu'Y liiive borne you tales of yoiii lovei, 
Ot udeis what a host’ 

I'ut nevi-r cudd they discover 
Wliat wiling my soul the most. 

'riiey made a pother uncivil, 

With doleiul shake ol the head, 

1die} wlnsjicjed 1 was the devil, 

And you believed all they said 
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Blit none of them knew wholly 
What far surpassed the rest — 

The greatest evil and folly 
Lay hid in my own breast 

26. 

The nightingale sang, the lime was in flower, 

The sun was laughing with hearty glee , 

Your arms were about me, you kissed me that houi, 
On your heaving bosom you cradled me. 

The raven croaked, and the liine-l eaves tell, 

The sun’s salute was a peevish light , 

We bade to each other a frosty “Farewell,” 

And you curtsied politely a curtsy polite. 

27. 

We have felt so much the one for the other, 

Yet lived in an excellent concord, Ood knows, 

We liave played at husband and wife togethei, 

Y^ct ne\'er once came to scratchings or blows 
.We have shouted together in joy and in jest, 

And tenderly too we have kissed and caressed. 

And w^e played at the last 111 chihhsh glee 
At hide-and-seek through life’s tangled maze , 

And managed to hide so completely that we 
Shall not find each other through all our days. 
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28* 

I’vi' no beliet in Heaven, 
Whereof the parsons drone, 
Thine eye’s what 1 believe in, 
J\Iy Heaven's light alone 

I’ve no belief in (Jodhead, 
Whereof the paisuns drone, 
Tliy heait’s all 1 believe in, 

It fills niy Clodhead's tin one 

Tve no b(‘lief in Devil 

Jlell, aiivi Heli’s evil smart, 
Thine eye I du believe m, 

And in thy evil heart. 


39 

You stood by me the longest, 

Nor ^])cired }ouiself to save me, 
Coml-.»rt and h»»pe you gave me 
hen want and teai were strongest. 

With meat and dunk you .sup])lied nief, 
With linen of )oui own weaving, 
Witli a passpoit when J was leaving, 

Nor w^as youi purse denied me 
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My dfirling ! From scorching and freezing 
May God protect lier ever, 

And may He in mercy forgive her 
Her goodness to me unceasing^ 

30. 

Old Mother Earth was close-fisted so long 

When May came on with “depense remarqiiable ’ ; 

And the world is joy, and laughter, and song, 

But for laughter — “de n’en sms plus capable ” 

The bells are chiming, the flowers they grow, 

The birds they chatter, “comme dans une fable ” 

Hut in all their chatter no pleasure I know, 

Tor all IS to me une aflaire miserable ” 

Still all mankind seems sad and shady, 

Even my friend, “autrefois passable,” 

Hecause they now st^le and intitle '‘My T^ady ” 

My sv\eetest love, “si douce el amiable.” 


31- 

But wh«n I loitered in foreign climes 

And T dreamed thcie regardless of seasons and tiine'^. 

My darling found that the time went slow, 

And she stitclicd and contrived for herself a trousseau, 
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And as husband in tender arms she wound 
The dullest youn^ dullard for miles around. 

My love is so <:f(uitle and fan* to see, 

That her gracious image still haunteth me ; 

The violet eyes and the cheek’s rose-hue 

Will bloom and will blossom the whole year through ; 

To let slip by so charming a wife 

Was the dullosi of all the dull acts of my life. 


32. 

Th(‘ viohd.s of her eyes, the rose 
That on liei i heck so softl} glows. 
Tlie lilies her white hands disclose — 
These bloom ns sweetly ns before 
lint tlie hcs.irt is rotten to the core 


3 ^ 

S(t f,ui IS the woild, and so blue the sky, 

Tlie .iirs breathe so balmy and tendeily, 

< hi ilie meadows the flowers with ojum eve 
Spaikle and gleam wliere the dewdrojis lie, • 
And men arc eMiltaig as 1 pass by 

lint 1 Would lie in the giave’s strait bed 
Ami nestle elo.se to a bwe that is dead. 
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Oh sweet my darling, when the gloom 
Of the sad grave shall hide the<'., 

I will descend into thy tomb 
And nestle close beside thee. 

All silent and jiallid .and cold as thou art — 

With trembling, reioicing, and sigliing 

I will kiss thee and strain thee, close, close to my heart, 
Till J too am sw^ooniiig and dying. 

The dead shall arise at the midnight sound, 

111 airy circles sweeping, 

But thou and I will stay Tie.atli the ground . 

In thine arni^ shall 1 be slee})iiig. 

The dead shall arise to delight or di'spaii 
As the Judgment Day is breaking; 

But we sh.'ill lie, without thought or c.'iie 
In each other’s arms unwakinir. 


35 

•There stands a hmely fir-tree 
Far norih on a naked height; 

He slumbers — the ice and snowdidls 
Knfold him in mantle \vlnU‘. 
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TTo is dreaming of a palm-tree 
That far in the Eastern land 
(Jneves lonely atid uncomplaining 
On a waste of scorching sand. 


36 * 

Eeaiileous stars, with goldcni ray. 
(IreiM/ iny dear one fai away . 

T(dl her, weak and worn I feel. 
Sick at. heait, hut true as ste(‘l 


(7V/r JTend spealfi,) 

Oil that the loots! oul I might be 
Wheieon my darling\s,feet are set; 
Th(Aieh slie should sore b(itrani])h" me, 
Nev(‘r would 1 complain or fret. 

(77/^ Ifnni speaks^ 

< di that, th( cushion 1 might lie 

herein her jnns my darling sticks^ 

I houL'b she should stall and )jrick at me 
1 rejoice m stabs and ])ricks. 
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Oh that thci ])ap(ii I might he 

Wherewith she curls her sunny hair ■ 
Tiieii all that lives and breathes in me 
In whispers to her eat I’d bear 

38 

From the hour my dearest fled 
All my trick of laughtei's dead ; 

*Ic»sls lly round from many a bore, 

But 1 laugh no more, no more 

From the hour she left me loiu* 

All my })OWer (»f weepuio’s gom‘ , 

Breaks my heart with angiiisli sore, 

But 1 weep no more, no more 

39 

It 

From out my soirow comes lorth song, 
’I’he tiny songs 1 utter. 

They spread their wings and fluttei 
To the heart 1 have trusted long 

They found then way iii a minute 
But soon they return eomplaiiiing, 
C’om])laining but not explaining 
What things they had seen witliin il 
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I cherish the sweet recollection, 

Thou woman so fair, so adored, 

How J owned thee in all thy }>erfectiou, 

01 thy body and soul T was lord. 

Thy body — ah ! niitjjht I still hold it — 

'J'hat' body so young and so fair — 

For thy soul — ni the grave thou niight’st fold it, 
I have quite soul enough for tlie pair. 

]\Iy soul then dividing with thee, love. 

I’ll breathe lialf ol it into thy breast; 

Ami clas])ing tliy body I’ll lie, love, 

V\ ith thee — soul and body — at rest. 


41 

In th(* meadows smug burgluTs are straying 
hi Sniidc.y best dressed out, 

'ihe\ an* liishiiig, and shouting, and saying, 

’Tis beautiful here-abcmt.” 

TIh*} })eer with eyes a*blinkiiig 
\Adiere buds and olossoiiis ])ee]), 

WlulsL witli long coc'ked ears they are drinking, 
Tlie spariow^'s loiiiantic cheep 
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But I my windows have covered 
With hanginpcs black as night , 

For familiar ghosts have hovcTcd 
About me in broad daylight 

And she who once did love me 

Came back from tlie spirit-spheres , 
She we])t as she lient above me. 

And melted my heart with lier tears 


42 

The visions of times forgotten 
Aie rising from the dead, 

Bevealing, when thou wast near me. 
The kind of life I led. 

By day T moved, witiiout pur})Ose. 

In dn*ams through the city's w^ays , 
I was so dumb and wretche<l 
The passers stared in amaze. 

By night it was something bettei. 
When streets weie clear of men, 
And 1 alone, and my shadow. 

We wandered in silence llien. 
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Across the bridge I wandered, 

My footsteps echoing: loud , 

The moon ^ave me solemn greetini^. 
Just bursting throiiirh the cloud. 

F>efore thy house T lingered. 

Stannic up from below. 

Staring uj) at Ihy lattice 
My beait was aching so. 

Often and oft from thy lattice 
Thou bast looked, J know it well, 
And seen me stand, like a column, 
Alom* wh(‘i(' l.h(* mrmnbeams fell. 


43 

A young man loves a ma%den 

Who would fain b(* anothei’s wi(e, 
Th.it (»the?’s in love with some other, 
And has taken her fur life 

The nn iden, piqued and .ingry, 

.lust W'cds th * til hi good man 
Who ha]q)ens to come across h(‘i 
d'lit' \<»nth lares as he ('.lii 
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It is an ancient story, 

Yet one for ever new ; 

But he to whom it hajipens, 

It cleaves his heart in two. 


44 ' 

True trieiidsliip — tiue love — the pliilosopher’s stone — 
Good people who prize all the three I have known ; 
And 1 piized, and have souglit them since manhood 
began, 

But I have not yet found tliem — do all that 1 can. 


45- 

1 heai the old song waking 
My love sang long ago, 

My heart goes near to breaking, 
So fierce and wild my woe 

And full of yearning sadness, 

T seek the wooded knoll, 

Wliere tear.s assuage the madness 
Of frenzied heait and soul. 
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The flowers are one and all gazing 
Al llie shining (.lod of day- 
Tiic rivers are one and all taking 
To the shining sea their way. 

M) songs are one and all Hying 
To the shining eyes of niy deal — 

Take with you niy tears and my sighing 
Ye songs, so inourulul and drear. 

47 

J cl»'eaiiit of llni child of a mighty king. 

All wan with wjieping and pining, 

We sate ’iieath the lime-trees green with spring, 
111 each other’s arms reeliniiig. 

“ I covet iioi thy fatlier’s throne. 

N »r his s».eptre jewel -Liden , 

I ('ovt*t not Ins iliarnond crown , 

I want but thee, sweet maiden ” 

And '^he leplied “That may not he, 

Foi in tin gra\e T he, 

Only )»y night 1 come to thee, 
llecMuse love cannot die ’’ 
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O Love, ill our boat together, 

How wra])t in eacli othei were we , 

In the silent evening weather 
Drifting far o'er the sea. 

In haze the moon came stealing 
Itouiid the beauteous spirit-isle . 

Whence lovely sounds were pealing, 
And light mists danced the while. 

More sweet grew that music peerless, 
And waving, swnyed the haze , 

Hut we passed by and cln^erless 
Drifted on vade sea-ways. 


49 

IVoin ancient fairy stories 
Heckons a snow-white hand. 
And voices sing the glories 
Of the Enchanted Land. 

Where gorgeous flowers languish 
At golden eventide. 

Gazing with tender anguish, 

4s bridegroom looks on bride : 
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Where all the trees have voices 
And join the choral song , 

Where every brook rejoices 
And, singing, bounds along ; 

Where love-songs sound more sweetly 
Than any mortal lays, 

Till rapt desire completely 
The joyous senses sways ’ 

( )h in that Tjand EiK'banted 
dwell in ecstasy ^ 

No inoie hy .mu row liaunted, 

Hut whole, and gay and tree ' 

( )h, Land of all my yearning, 

I see it in my dream. 

It Hies with day’s returning 
Like foam upon a stream ’ 


50. 

I h.i\( loveJ tlie^', slill love thee, and everlnore 
Amid a world > undoing, 
d'lu* llanies of my love for thee sliall scuir 
From out the sliatteied luiii 
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And after 1 have loved thee so, 

When my death-hour is near me, 

1 shall bear with me to the grave below 
The dee}) love-wounds that sear me 


SI- 

111 the beaming daybreak of summei 
I wander through the grove, 

The ilowers prattle and whisper, 
lint silent, alone, 1 rove. 

The Ilowers })rattlc and whisper, 

And with pity rny faee they seaii ; 
“ ll(Mr no ill -will to our sisicr. 

Thou }j.iic, unhL])py man ” 


5:2 

X'eiled in a dusky glory 

JVly love sheds forth her light, 
lake a dim, woeful story 
Told m a summer-night 

“ I n a magic grove two lovers. 

Are silently wandering , 

Aiouiid them the moonlight hoveis. 
Above them the nightingales sing 
VOL. IX 


11 
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“The l.'idy sLaiul.s fixed and defiant, 
Ileloie her kneels tlie kniglit , 
kioiii ihe forest strides foilli the giant 
Tile lady flees in affright 

“ 111 his blood the knight lies dying ; 

'I'lie giant |)lnds back to Ins hold ’ — 
When 1 in niy grave am lying, 

The end of the tale may be told 


My brethren ha\e angered me soridy, 
I'ortnred me (‘aih and late; 

Some of tliem with tlieir loving, 

Some td them with ili' ir liate 

Into my cup drojiped poison, 

They ])()isoned the bread 1 at(' , 

SoiiK' of them wiili their loving, 

Some of them with tlieii hate 

l)Ul she who has tor lured and crushed me, 
.Vnd grieved me all others above — 

She ne\ei gave me her hatred. 

She nevei LMve me hei love 
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Tlie i»;l<>wing waniitb of siimnior 
Upon thy cheek doth rest; 

'Fhe icy chill of wintei 
Js ot thy heait possessed 

long ’twill all be altered, 

My dealest and my best, 
Winter will reign upon thy cheek, 
And summei in thy bieast 


55 - 

When comes the hour of parting, 

Then tears stream from the eyes ; 
Then hands grjisp one another 
AVith endless sobs and sighs. 

We two wept not at parting ; 

AVe made.iio sigh, no moan ! 

Our sighs and tears, my darling. 

They came when all was done. 

56 

As they sij>ped their tea round the table. 
Their talk was of Ijove alone ; 

The gentlemen’s arguments were able, 
'^I’he ladies’, more tender in tone 
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“ Love biirely should be plalomc,’ 

Said the Councillor wizened and dry , 

His consort’s smile was ironic, 

Yet she none the less sighed a sigh 

Quoth the ])ondeious Canon clearly : 

Love must not be gross, you know, 

Cr health will sillier sc^verely ’’ 

The young lady simpered : “How so ^ ’’ 

Cried the Ckiuntess in accents heart-rending- 
“ Love, love seems resistless to me! ” 

And, graciously unbending, 

She handed the Laron his tea. 

You were missing amid the tattle ; 

One chair stood empty, my Love 
How pretty had been your ])rattlc. 

My sweetest, about your love 


57. 

Toisoiuvl, tlioy say, aie my veir.es. 
What other result could there be, 
When into my blooming sjiringtimc 
I *018011 was dropped by Thee ? 
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Poisoned, th(‘y say, are niy verses : 

What othei result could there be 
Jn iiiy heart Tve a brood of serpents, 
And amongst them, my cliarmer, ^J'bee 


58 

1 dreamt again the drea)ii of yore 
^rhc sweet May night was glowing, 

We sate ’neath the liiideii-tree once more, 

Eternal fidelity vowing. 

'riierc was vowing and swearing well-nigh to the morn, 
And kisses, and whisjiers, and laiightei , 

That 1 might be mindful of what i had swoiii 
You bit my hand just after. 

0 darling, with eyes so bright and clear. 

Provoking, (mslavmg, delighting — 

The swearing was (jiwte cv r^yh ^ my deal, 

Rut }\»u might have spared the biting. 

59 

* Standing upon the hill- top 
In sentimental strain, 

“ If 1 were a little birdie,” 

1 carol again and again, 
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If I were a little swallow, 

My rhiltl, T would lly to thee. 

And close beside thy window^, 

My nest should Imilded be. 

And were T the nightingale surely, 
My child, 1 would lly to thee , 

And sing tlieo songs till the nioining, 
Kr‘oni the green linden- tree*. 


And were 1 a robin-red hi east, 

1 would lly at once to thy heart ; 

Imu thou art jiUitial to redbreasts, 

And hast halm lor a cock -robin’s smait. 


6o. 

My eannige is lolling slo\dy 
Thioiigh meiiy forest green 
rii rough llowery vales enchanted, 
lllooiuing 111 summer sheen. 

1 think of n»} best Beloved, 

And muse and dream as T ride, 
Wlien three shadowy shajies salute me, 
^J'hi listing then heads inside. 
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l^hey cjijier with stran<^(‘ grimaces, 

They mock yet seem linlt 111 dread . 
Jjike mists ihey whirl into each other, 
And titter — and who(»p ’ they are sped 

61 

I wept as I lay dreaming, 

J dreamt that thou wast (lend 
I woke, hui, si ill m waking 
My constant tears were shed 

T wept as 1 lay dreaming, 

I dreamt thou w.ist false to me 
I woke and still was weeping — 

M} tears Hewed bitterly 

1 wept as T lay dreaming, 

1 dreamt you loved me uell 
I woke, bivt still unceasing 
The stream of tear-dro})s fell 


62 

•Lo\e, whom in dreams I nightly greet 
Whose answering smile 1 see , 
eeping 1 fall at thy dear fe(*t, 

And tell my woe to lliee 
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Thou lookVt on me with sad surmise, 
Thy fair head gently shaking . 

T1h‘ tear-drop pearls within thine eyes 
Are gathering slow, and bieaLiiig. 

Thou giv’st a spray of cypress- tree, 

'I'hou whisperest one word lowly 
1 w’ake, and th(» (‘yjuess no more I see, 
\nd ilie word is forgotUm wholly 

63 

What rain’ wh.'it howling and tearing 
Tli(‘ autumn night is wild. 

Ah ' how may she be faring, 

IMy ]K»or dear timid child 

At liei window 1 see her leaning, 

In Uie ])oor deserted room ; 

Her dear wet eyes are stwiining 
Kivedly into the gloom. 


64. 

'Phe forest is sliaken in darkness 
l»v the cold, wet autumn breeze , 
With m> grey ch>ak wr.Mpjreil aliout me 
1 ride alone throind* the trees 
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And as T am riding my fancies 
Ikidc fastei aloii^ my road. 

And bear me l>lith(‘ and lightsome 
To my own Love's abode. 


The dogs are barking, the servants 
(Jome forth with torches alight. 
My si)iirs clank on the marble, 

I rush up the winding llight. 


In the bright-lit tapestried chamber 
How peifunied it is’ liow warm ’ 

Slie awaits me there in her beauty, 

I hold her in my arm ‘ 

The wind whirls thio’ the brantdies, 
'Phe giant oak-tree screams 
“ What wouldst thou,finnlic horseman, 
Witli all*t]iy frantic <lreaiiis 


65 

A star is falling swiftly 

Swift from its dazzling sphere. 
The star of love ’tis surely, 
Which 1 see ffillin*^ here 
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From the (i])])le-tree in showers 
JJlossoms and leaves do fall. 

And the mocking breezes come 1 owin^ 
And make their sport of all. 

The swan on the lake is singing 
And Hailing to and fro. 

And h(*, dives in the grave of waters, 
Singing low and more low 

All is so dark and silent ' 

Ulossom and leaf decay 

The star ilK'kers out in tlie bl.aekness , 
The swan s song dies away 


60 

Tlu‘ lheam-(h)d brought me to a mansion vast 
(ileammg with light, and sultry with perfumes; 
Where sireams of gay-clad guests were streaming fast 
Through many a kibvrintliine tortuous loom. 

With piteous cries, and hands to Heaven up-ca'ot, 
Towards the portals hastened page and groom : 
l^adu’s and knighls wheeled onwards with the thiong, 
And by the crowd I too was borne along. 
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Blit all at once 1 am alone, and lo ! 

Tlu' crowd has disappeared, to iny amaze 

Onward alone with speedy steps I go 

Thiongh all Ihe chambers and their winding 
ways. 

My foot IS lead, my heart is fear and woe , 

Oread not to find the door my heart dismays 

At length to the last dooi of all I draw — 

Would pass it — (iod ^ who was it that 1 s:iw 

There at the door did my Beloved stand, 

Care on her brow, and on her full lip pain , 

She drove me liack again with waving hand — 

Was it in waining? was it in dnsdain ? 

Yet from her eyes a sweet glance darted, and 

It flashed and thiilled alike thro' heart and 
brain. 

As, sti’ange and angered, from her ey(\s there bioke 
That look which yet was sweetness, 1 awoke 


67. 

Cold and still did the forest loom, i 

As groaning I strayed thro' the midnight gloom. 

1 woke up the trees in unmannerly fashion, 

They only nodded their heads in compassion. 
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At; tlip crossways lies he Imried 

Whose own hand wrouijjht Ins doi^ni . 
There a 1)1 ue flower is growing — 

“ The wretched Sinner’s bloom.” 

I st.ood at the eiossways sighing — 

Cold was th(‘ dark night’s gloom 
In lh(‘ iiKumlighi slowly waving 
I saw the Sinner’s bloom 

69 

Caiknoss dead ami dense broods on me, 
Everywhere tlie ilarkness lies, 

Sinc e there b(»ams no more upon me 
Liglit, my dearest, from ihiiie eyes. 

Those sweet love-stais that shone o’er me 
Now luive ciueiiehed their gloi’ious light, 
Eaitii IS gaping wddo before, 

Hid(^ me, oh primeval night ’ 

70. 

Nig! it lay iij»oii nunc eyelids, 

My lij>s weie choked with clay 
With 1 Irani and heart all rigid, 
l>eep in my gra\e I lay. 
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I low long T may have slumbered 
In sooth I cannot tell ; 

A knock upon my gravestone 
Woke me — I heard it well. 

“Wilt thou not rouse thee, Henry, 
The day of judgment bieaks ; 

J5ehold, the dead are rising. 

Internal liliss awakes.” 

“ How should 1 rise, my dearest ? 
For still I cannot see ; 

Alas ’ my eyes are blinded 
With weijping, — utterly.” 

‘‘ I>om thy dear eyelids, Henry, 
Will I kiss off the night; 

Thou shalt behold the angels, 

And all the Heavens’ delight ’ 

‘ How slioiild T rise, my dearest 
]\ly heart still bleedetli sore. 

From the sharp wound you gave it 
With one sharp word of yore ” 

“ ril lay so softly, Henry, 

My hand upon thy heart, 

Hieii shall it bleed no longer. 

Then shall be healed the smart 
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“ How should ] rise, iiiy dearest ^ 
Still from my head dotli burst 
The bh»od slicd by my pistol 

l.inip I limt. 1,h*'p Hrvl ” 


“With iny soft tresses, Henry, 

I will slop 11]) the wound . 

I will drive back the blood-stream. 
And malvO thee whole and sound 

Jler praytir was soft and loving, 

1 could no more delay , 

(Jladly would I have risen 
And made to her my way. 

When the old wounds re-open, 
From chest and forehead break 
The torrents ot my life-blood, 

Anri ’ I whFp ^ 1 wjfck'p ? 


71 

Aly songs, so old and bitter. 

My dicaiiLs, so vile and dreai 
dome, bury them for evei , 
What ho’ a colhn heie ' 
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MiK'li will I lay witliiii it 
Winch yet 1 may not tell. 

'riic si/e of lleuk*lhei;^\s f.imed tun 
That colliii must excel 

See that a bier be furnished 
( )f stout and seasoned pine ; 

Let It lie Inii^ei than the biid^e 
At Mainz that spans the Klnne 

And summon me twelve giants, 
Men of a mightier mould 

Than (lin.stopher the Niinted, 

In Kohl’s eathedial old 

liCt tliese bear forth the eoftin 
Ami drown it in the sea , 

Foi to so huge a coflin 

Tlie glare as huge must be 

I 

Wouldst know wlierefore the collin 
Must be so strong and vast ^ 

Tliere all my love and anguish 
1 11 lay to rest at last 
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Tn my life’s deep gloom uud darkiiciss 
Once a lovely form shed light. 

Now that lovely form has vaiiislied, 

1 am all enwrapped in night 

Just as children’s spirits falter 

If they’ie kept in darkness long; 

And to drive awaj’ their terror 
They set up some noisy song. 

I, an untrained cliihi am singing 
Loudly 111 the darkness here. 

If the song be not uicilohious. 

It has treed rne from iny fear 

2 

1 know not what it presages 
Tliat J ani so sad to-day , 

A legeml o1 laiwiH ugt^s 

Will iKM. from in\ thoughts away. 
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The air is cool and darklinj^, 

Unrunied flows the lihiiie, 

The crest of the mountain is sparkling, 
The evening sunbeams shine 


There sits 011 that summit olden 
A maiden strangely fair, 
Ihight flash her jewels gohleii. 
She combs lier gulden hair 


As she combs that gulden treasure 
fler boiig peals from the height ; 
A wild niysLerious me<isuie. 

Of overpowering might * 


The boatman his shallop steering 
It thrills with a wild unrest, 
lie sees not the reef he is nearing, 
He see* but that mouiiiain crest 


1 know that full soon the eddy 
Kngulfed both sailor anil ski IV, 

. And tins was the work of the I.orlei 
Who sang 1 <j liim trom the elifV 
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My hciait, my heart is 
Tlio’ May is full of j^lce , 

up on th»e ancient raini>.irl 
I lean ’<rainfet tlie linden- tree 

O 


IJclow me in calm unbroken 
(tildes on the purple moat. 

A boy IS hshint; and whistling 
As he drifts along iii his boat 

Jleyoiid il, bnlliant with coloui, 
Smiling and jicaceful, one sees 
\"iIJas, and gaidi*ns, and ])eo})le, 

And cattle, and meadows, and trees. 


Tile girls aie bleaching Jiiien , 
I'hey fiolic, ami go, and come 
The niill-whcel scatters diamonds 
1 liear its distant hum. 

A sentry-box is standing 
The old, giey tower below , 

A young recruit in scarlet 
Is p.icing to and fro 
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lie dallies with his musket , 

It shines in the simbeani's red 
lie is making ready — ])resenting- 
I wish he would shoot me dead ' 

4 

I ^tray thnmgh the forest ^igJiing, 

The thinslle sits on the tree. 

He IS springing and singing, and crying. 
Ah ' sweetly : What aileth thee ^ " 

If the swallows, rhy sn-teis, willed it, 
'they ecuild tell thee, ehihl, why I }>ine 
Foi th('> dwell in iie-ts deftly biulded 
Wheie my darlings windows &hine 

5. 

The night is*wet and stoiniy. 

And slailess is the sky 
'Neath the loaiing trees of the forest 
I wander silently 

• I'Tnm the keepci's lonely cottage 
A gliniiiiering light shines dim 
It shall not tempt me thithei. 

The place looks stern and grim 
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In the old armchair of leather 
The grandmother sits upright , 
Sightless and rigid as granite, 

And silent from morn to night. 

Stamping about and cursing. 

The keeper’s red-headed son 
lUirsts out into coarse, brute laughter, 
As he lliiigs aside his gun. 

Ilie fair girl wee}>s at her spinning, 
On the hax her tears fall fleet , 

Her fatlier s spaniel whimpers, 

And nestles cdose to hoi feet. 


6 

When T met one day o^i a journey 
My sweetlieart’s relations by eham.e, 
Small sister, and fathei and mother, 
Tliey recognised me at a glance. 


They asked if my health was stronger, 
And at once began to excdaini 
Thai except ^oi being ])alei*, 

1 looked exactly the same. 
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I asked after aunts and cousins, 

And many a family bore , 

And after the little puppy 

Whose bark was so gentle of yore 


And after niy married darhii" 

I asked, by-the-bye : and they said, 
With an evident wish to be friendly, 
That she was just brought to bed 


I offered congratulations. 

Lisping stock phrases inane, 

1 desired niy kindest leniembrance 
To her, again and again 


Small sister meanwhile was shrilling 
“ The l>uppy so gentle and small 
(irew big ai^l awfullv savage, 

O •'O’ 

And was drowned in the Khine after all. 


The little one’s like iiiv darling. 

And when she laughs 1 see 
Tliose self-sanm eyes whose sweetness 
lias broindit such woe on nn‘. 
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We sat in the fishing pavilion, 

The sea before oiir eyes ; 

And soon the luists of evening 
Slowly began to rise. 

The lights within the lighthouse 
Were liglitcd one by one : 

And we saw far ofT in the distance 
One ship in the setting sun 

We sj)okc of storm and shipwreck, 

< )f the wild life Scailors led, 

Hovering 'twixt sky and water. 

And between iniith and dread 

And wc talked of distaiTt regions. 

Of Soulli and of North we spoke, 

Of strange, outlandish customs, 

And strange, outlandish folk 

By the (langes there’s lustre and perfume 
There blossomed trees tower. 

And beautiful, placid people 
Kneel to the lotus- flower 
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In Lapland the people are filthy, 

Flat-headed, and wide-niouthed, and small , 
They cower round fires and bake themselves 
Fishes, and jabber and squall. 

The girls intently listened. 

Soon no one spoke The barque 
Could be descried lUi longer 
All tile wide world w’as dark 


8 . 

Oh, lovely lisliei -maiden 

(’ome steer thy boat to land; 

Come to me, and sit beside me, 

(dose whispering hand-in-hand 

Rest thy s^’oet head on niy bosom, 
Ilavi* no more feai of me. 

Dost thou not tiust thyself, f'e.irlest?. 
Each morn to the savage sea ^ 

My heart is like the ocean . 

It storms, and ebbs, and Hows, 

And many a pearl resplendent 
Doth in its de])ths repose 
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The moon has risen, throwing 
Over the waves her light , 

Our hearts are overflowing, 

I elasp my dar'ing tight. 

Locked in her fair arms 1) ing. 

None near, I rest on the strand . 

“ What hearest thou in the wind’s siglnng ? 
Why treinbles thy white hand ? ” 

‘'Tis the mermaid's song thou heatest, 

And not the wind’s low sound ; 

Th(* song of my sisters, dearest, 

Whom the lone seji haili drowned.” 

lO 

On the clouds the moon is^pillowed. 

Like a monster orange gleaming. 

Moving o’er the dusky sea, 

One broad streak of g(dden beaming 

All alone I pace the shore. 

Where the snowy surf is breaking. 

Hearing many a dulcet word, 

1 hilcet Lhr<jugh the waters speaking. 
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But my heart iriust fain speak out, 
For the night is long and weary 
“ Come, fair water-nymphs, and bring 
Ferie sonsfs and dances eerie 

" Lay my head upon your laps : 

Soul and body 1 delivei* , 

Kiss and sing me to my death. 

Kiss my life from me for (‘ver 


1 1 

V’rapt in grey clouds they are sleeping, 
*X11 the niighty gods together. 

And 1 listen to their snoring 

And we’re having awful weather 

Awful weathet ■ tempests threaten 
Our ])oor barque with sore disaster. 

AVho is there to curb these billows. 

And the winds that own no master ^ 

i can’t help it ^ masts and timbers 

In the storm must cixiak and snap too 

Come, rn wra]) my cloak about me. 
Like tlie gods J’ll take niy nap too 
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The wind he pops his breetdies on, 
liis foam-white water breeches , 
lie flogs the flood with a will, a'ld anon 
How it howls, and losses, and pitches! 

The rain-gusts stream with savage might 
From Heaven’s black commotion , 

It is as though primeval night 
Would drown primeval ocean. 

The sea-mew hoarsely shrieks and raves. 
And to the shrouds clings faster, 
fn wild dismay her wings she waves, 

And ])rophesies disaster 


13 

The storm tunes up for dancing 
AVitli lush and roai and whiz ’ 
Hurrah 1 how our ship is leaping ' 
llie night how wild it is • 

The turbulent water is building 
A living mountain chain , 

There yawns a night-black chasm, 
Here it piles itself u}) again ’ 
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A cursing, a retching, a praying 
Comes up from the cabin door , 

I hold on tight to the mainmast. 

And wish 1 were home once more ’ 


H 

Swift fell the veil of gloamintr 
A mist crept o’er the sea ; 

From billows dimly foaming, 

A whiteness rose near me. 

T' (troubled billows leaving, 

The meriiiaul stole to my snle . 

Tier beautiful liosom’s heaving 
'llie giiuze veil did not hide. 

She elasjief/ me and caressed me, 
"i’was almost pain to bear , 

’l\jo tightly hast thou clasped me. 
Thou walei -nixie fair'” 

“ My arms round thee Fm twining 
I clasj> thee with ah my might ; 

Uj)on thy breast reelinuig. 

Warm me this chilly night ” 
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“ How dimly the moon is peeping 
From the watery twilight air ; 

Thy wet sad eyes arc weeping, 

Thou water-nixie fair ! ” 

“ Nay, mortal, thou see’st not rightly 
’Tis true mine eyes are wet. 

For the ocean spray clings to me. 
And will not quit them yet ’ ” 

‘‘The sea is seething and yelling, 

The sea-mews shriek despair . 

1'hy heart is wildly swelling, 

^'hou water-nixie fair’” 

“ My heart is wildly swelling, 

Ts heaving and swelling wild , 

For I love thee past all telling, 

O lovely mortal child 


^5 

When ill the early morning 
Slow ])ast thy house T pace, 

It cheers me to see at thy lattice. 
My child, thy fair young face. 
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With eyes of darkest hazel, 

Wistful my face dost scan • 

Who art thou, and what ails thee, 

Thou friendless, suttering man ^ 

J am a German poet, 

Known through our Gerniany , 

When tlie best names are s]K)ken, 

Men speak of mine and me 

And that, my cldld, which ails me. 

Alls others in Germany, 

When they speak of the bitterest soirows. 
Men speak of mine and me 


i6 

Wheie theJatest rays of evenniL^ hhone 
The wide sea spread unbroken . 

JJy I lie hsherm.in’s lonely hut alone 
We sat, and no word was spoken 

The waves did heave, the mists did rise. 
The gulls were coming and going. 

And from thy tender loving eyes 
The silent tears were llowiiif^ 
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T bent my knee to touch thy hand, 
Thy tears were falling on it , 

T drank up from thy snowy hand 
The tears that fell upon it. 

Since then my body wastes away 
Desire my bosom sears, 

Tlie witch lias poisoned me for aye 
With her unholy tears 


17 

'fliere towers a noble castle 
High on the hill above . 

'J'here dwell thiee fair young ladies 
Who have given me proofs of love. 

On Saturday Marion kissed me, 

On Sunday Elizabeth, 

And on Monday fair Kuniguiide 
Hugged me almost to death 

My tliree fair friends of the castle 
Oav€ on 1'uesday a brilliant fete. 
From the country round came Hockinj. 
Gentle folks little and great 
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But I was not invited, 

And that was a Idunder, iny dears , 
All the spilefiil old maids and tabbies 
I'erceived the omission — vviLh jeers. 


18.* 

Ah, Lily, I love thee so madly 

As thou staiidest in di earns mid the j^raS'- 
And look’st 111 the streamlet so sadly, 

And murmurest ‘‘ Ah '' and Alas.’’ 

Away with thy love and th} coaxiii^% 

1 know how deceitful thou art’ 

Thy teiiderest woids are but- hoiixing, 
hor my cousin, the Bose, has thy heart 


19 

Aw'.jy on tht* fan horiiCon 

'j'he city with spue and lowiu 
Apfieais like a vision 111 eloudland, 
A'eiled by the twulight hour. 

A wet sea-breeze is crisping 
( >ui grey path over the sea, 

And the pulsing oars chime sadly 
As the boatman roweth me 
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Once more the sim, resplendent, 

Mounts from the ocean-floor, 

And shows me the spot whore my dearest 
Was lost for evermore. 


20 * 

All hail to thee, thou city, 

Mystonoiis, awful, gieat, 

Within whose ample circuit 
My darling dwelt ot late • 

Tell me, ye gates and turiets, 

Hold you my darling still ? 

I gave her to your keeping, 

You must the pledge fulfil. 

The turrets 1 hold, are guiltless , 

They aie fixed, and could not ^ive chase, 

When she, with lioxes and parcels, 

Hastily left the place. 

Hut the wicked gates, they saw her. 

And, when she jiassed, stood still — 

The way is alv ays open 

When the wayward work their will. 



THE HOME-COMING. 


145 


I tread the ancient road aj^ain, 

The well-known street I’ve taken , 

And pause before my sweetheart’s house, 
Tis empty, closed, forsaken. 

In the street there’s not e’en elbow-room’ 
Tlie pavement’s past all bearing ’ 

The liouses fall about my ears ’ 

I’m oiY with speed unsparing^ 


22 

Again tlie eelioing halls 1 tread 

Where truth she promised, weeping. 
And wliere her ready tears were shed 
I see vile serpi lits creeping. 


Cal’u is the night, the streets are lonely . 

My love dwelt liere in this house of yore , 
’Tis long since she left the city — only 

The house still stands where it stood before. 
VOL. IX. K 
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There too stands a man staring up at the casement, 

And he wrings his hands with the anguish he feels ; 
1 look at his face with a shuddering amazement, 

It is myself that tlie moon reveals ' 

Thou ghastly fellow, thou wraith, thou double ■ 

How darest thou mimic the agony 
Which on this spot racked my soul with tnaible 
Nighc after night in tlie time gone bv 


24 

Thou Iv'iiowest. 1 am living, 

How can tliy sleep lie sound ^ 

< hd wu’ath revives and I sunder 
The bonds whereby i am bound. 

Knowest thou the ancient ballad, 

How a d(*ad ]>oy had power 
To liear to his grave in the churcliyard 
His love at the midnight hour ^ 


0 child so wondrous lovely, 

wondrous sweet and fair 

1 live, and au far stronger 
Than ever dead men were ■ 
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Thii young girl bleeps in hei chiiiuber, 

The ([iiiveriiig moon looks in , 

Without, there’s a twanging and singing 
Like merry Wtiltzers’ din 

“ I’ll just peep forth from my lattice 
To see who breaks my rest ” 

A skeleton stands ’nealh the window. 

And fiddles and sings its best 

'Fhou didst promise me once a measure, 
Uidst break thy word to me, 

To-night there’s a ball in the cliiiiehyard, 
CWie thither, I’ll dance with thee’” 

The spell hath seized the maiden, 

It lines her out at the door. 

She follows the s})eetre, tliat singing 
And fiddling struts on before. 

It fiddles, and dances, and prances, 

And clatters its bones to the tune. 

And waggles its skull grotescjiiely. 

As it leaps in the rajs of the moon 
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1 Stood and stared at her portrait 
With fixed and dreamy pain. 

And the well-loved face most strangely 
ilegaii to live again. 

About her lips was playing 
The wonder of her smile ; 

And with tears of love and yearning 
Her eyes were bright the while. 

My tears began to gather, 

And down my ch(3eks flowed free. 

And oh ^ I (3annot yet believe 
Tliat thou Hit lost to me. 


27. 

Ah mo, ill-fated Atlas ^ who*inust bear 
A woild, a world of sorrow on my shoulders. 
If jar the unbearable the while my heait 
Is |ierishiiig within me. 

< ) haughty hearl, yet thou hast chosen so.# 

I >emaiidiiig hap[>iness, yes, l)liss unending, 
Oi else unciiduig sorrow. Haughty heart, 
And now thy fate is sorixiw. 
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The years are coming and going, 
Generations sleep ’neath the glass, 

Ilut the love that burns within me 
Will surely never pass. 

Once more would 1 behold thee, 

And as on my knee I fell, 

With my latest breatli would I toll thee, 
Madam, I love you well ” 


29 

I dreamt again. Sad shone the moon, 

The stars shone ‘^adly o’er me ; 

To that distant town whei*o she dwells full 
The cheating vision bore me. 

Swiftly it bore me to her abode. 

And I pressed my lips to the stone 

Of the staircase her little feet had trod. 
And her skirts had trailed upon. 

The night was long, the night was cold, 
The marble ste])s were chill ; 

A pale form at the window showed 
White in the moonlight still 
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What means this lonely tear-drop 
'J'hat so bedims my ^aze ? 

Ah, in mine eye it lingers 

From the long vanished days. 

They all have vanished from her. 
Her glistening sisters fair , 

With all my joys and torments, 
Vanished in night and air ^ 

They too, like mists have vanished, 
Those stai-like eyes of blue, 

Wliich smiled into my bosom 
Those joys, tliose torments too 

Alas f all love has vanished 
From me like idle l)reat}i ■ 

Foor tear, thou lone, sad*ielic, 
Vanish thou, too, in death 


3 «- 

From the clouds the autumn half-moon 
Looks out with sickly glance, 

And aione at the end of the churchward 
There stands the silent manse. 
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The mother reads the Bible , 

The son stares with stony eyes ; 

The elder daughter dozes , 

The younger daughter cries 

“How one day after another 
I )rags on with weary pace ! 

And excepting when someone's buried 
There's nothing to see in the place ’ ” 

'I'hc mother speaks while she’s reading 
Not so — only tour have died, 

Since the day they buried thy fatluT 
^rhe churchyard gate besnle." 

Then yawns the elder daughter 
“ I will not stance with you heic. 

To-morrow Til go to the squiie, 

Ilo s rich, and he holds me dear ^ ’ 

The boy shrieks out with laughter: 

“ Throe poachers carouse at * The Sun ' 

They till their pockets finely , 

They’ll tell me how it is done.” 

The mother hurls her Bible 

At the haggard face of her son , 

And wouldst thou be a felon, 

O God-accursed one ^ ” 
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They hear a rap at the window : 

They see beseeching hands ; 

And, clad in his gown as a preacher, 
There the dead father stands. 


32. 

Hey, what atrocious weather, 

Tempest and rain and snow ; 

I sit at my window gazing 
Into the darkness below. 

One dim light, moving slowly, 

Is the only thing in the street , 

r»y her lantern a little old woman 
Crosses with tottering feet. 

I think she's been buying butter 
And eggs and Hour, to bake 

For ‘that fair young maiden, her daughter, 
Whom she loves so well, a cake ; 

The maitlen blinks at the candle, 

Curled u}) in a great arm-cliaii , 

Around ln*r sweet face glistens 
A halo of golden hair. 
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They think that I’m heart-broken 
With lover’s grief profound, 

And at last I myself believe it 
Like all the world around. 

Small child with big eyes, bethink thee, 
Did I not always say 
That T never could tell how I loved thee, 
That love ate my heart away ^ 

But alone in my chamber only 
Did I dare to utter such cry , 

Alas! I was always silent, 

Whenever thou wast by. 

For then there were evil angels 
By whom 1 was tongue-tied too 
And alas ^ there are evil angels 
Who still are workinj^ me \\c»e 


34 - 

Oh, thy fair white lily-fingers, 
Miglit 1 cmly once mure kiss them, 
Only press them to my heart, 

Only die in silent weeping ' 
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Oh, thy clear eyes, violel-tiiited, 
"Float before me day and nij^dit — 
And It tortures mo — what moan } ' 
0 ye sweetest, bluest riddles 


Has she never made one comment. 
Seeing you so sore love-smitten ^ 

In her soft- eyes have you never 

Itoacl that Love for Love was writtei. 

Oould you never, by close study 

Of those ('yes, iduck out their mystery 
V'et 111 such things you’re no donkey, 
Friend, to ludge you by your history ^ 


36. 

They loved one anotlier, yet neither 
Would tell the oth(*r so , 

With love they were almost heartbroken, 
Yet each looked on each as a foe. 

Tliey partevl at last — and sometimes, 
Though only in dreams, they imU. , 
They had long been dead, those lovers, 
]^>ut themselves scarce knew it yet. 
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37. 

When I told you with tears of iny sorrow that day, 
You all of you yawned, and had nothing 10 say 
When 1 made them the theme of my versification, 
You vouchsafed me your liveliest approbation 


38 

I called the Devil, and he came, 

And I looked on him in shecT amaze , 

He isn’t ugly, he isn’t Lime, 

He’s a charming fellow in all his ways. 

A man indeed in the prime of life, 

Courteous, obliging, experieiice-nfe 
As a diplomatist too he’s great. 

And holds correct views upon eunuch and State 
No wonder his face is far from ruddy, 

For nut only Sanskrit, but Hegel’s his study, 
And of all the poets his favourite’s FoiiqiitL 
He’ll have nothing whatever to do with critique. 
But leaves all that to his grandmamma, eke 
His* revered old grandmamma, Hecate 
Of my taking to Law he highly approved. 
Himself had once towards it been moved 
He vowed that no value too high could be set 



156 THE BOOK OF SONGS. 

On my friendship — and then, why he fancied we* 
met, 

He added, and gave me a knowing glancf*. 

At the Spanish ambassador’s, as he surmised — 

And eying more keenly his countenance, 

An old acquaintance I recognised. 


39 - 


Brother, never mock the Devil ; 

liife is short to travel o’er, 
That damnation is eternal, 

Is no idle old folk-lore. 


Brotlier, pay your de])ts to all men, 
Life IS long to travel o’er : 

And you’ll often have to borrow, 
As you oft have done before 


40 

The Holy Throe lungs from the East besDught 
In every hamlet • “ ’Pell us. 

Winch IS the way to Bethlehem, 

Ye dear little maids and fellows 
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Nor young folks, nor oM folks, » i»h m tlo-m the 

way— 

The Kings they further journeyed . 

They followed where led ii golden stcir 
Whose pure bright light they discenu'-d. 

The star stood still over Joseph s house ; 

And there tliey entered fairly ; 

The oxen lowed, the suckling screamed. 

The Holy Three Kings sang eheerly. 


41 

My cliild, we once were ciiililren, 

^Pwo cliildren, small and gay . 

We crept to the tiny hen-house 
And hid ourselves under the hav. 

We cackled just like chickens 
And as folks passed to and fio 

“ C'ock-a-doodle-doo ! ” till they all believed. 
It was really the old cock’s crow. 

Wc draped the chests in our courtyard 
With hangings and carpets bright, 

And made the geiiteelesl of villas, 

And dwelt there from morning till night. 
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Our neighbour's aged tabby, 

Came often to call in state ; 

We received her with bows and curtseys. 
And compliments many and great. 


And after her health we asked her 
In friendly, solicitous chat, 

We have since said the same, how often ’ 
To many another old cat. 


AVe sat together conversing, 

As sage as old folks in our ways ; 

And grumbled that all things were better 
In our own youthful days ; 

That Love, 1'ruth, Faith, for ever 
Had vanished from our sphere , 

That money was hard to come by, 

And collee mighty dear ^ 


Fast are those games of childhood, 
As all things pass in sooth. 

Time, and th^ world, and money. 
And Faith, and Love, and Truth. 
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iM y lititirl IS sore ()j)pressed and swelling, 
YoarniiifT for days that once* have heen , 
Then was the world a goodly dwelling, 

And people’s lives llowed on serene. 

Ivlow all tilings from their course are driven 
riessure and want on every side , 

The Lord has passed away from Heaven, 
Below the Devil too has died. 

And grim looks every sight and thing too, 
Perverse and chill, below, above , 

And nothing would be left to clmg to, 
Weie there not just a little Love 

43 

As the moon the dark cloud curtains, 

Parts, and goes her radiant wav , 
liises from dark times behind me, 

Memory of one brilliant day. 

We exulted while we tloaled 

Down the llhine, in light serene. 

As the sun-rays of the evening 
Brn^titened all that summer sheen. 
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I myself was seated musing 
At a peerless lady’s feet, 

And tlie ruddy gold of sunset 

^ringed her features pale and sweet. 


Lutes were tinkling, students singing ; 

Merrnneiit beyond compare ^ 

And the very sky giew blu6u*, 

Ami the soul expanded there. 

Hill and castle, field and forest, 

Lik(i a fairy-tale passed by, 

And I saw it all refulgent 

In that peel less wonnin’s eye. 


44 

In a dieaiii 1 saw my beloved one, 
A wunuin nf fears and care. 

How haggard — ah me’ how faded, 
The form that was once so fail. 


Sin bore in lier arms an infant, 
Anothei dragged at her dress , 
In gait and look, and elotliing, 
Were want and wreLchedness. 
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She totteied across the market 
And there we met once more , 

She looked at me, and calmly 

I spoke, though my heart was soie 

Come with me to my dwelling, 

Fjor thou art pale and ill , 

And meat and drink will 1 iind thee 
Ily constant work and skill. 

“ And 1 will tend and foster 
The children thou hast borne, 

And thyself above eill others, 

Thyself, poor child forlorn ' 

r»ut that I lo\ed thee dearly. 

That secret 1 will keep; 

And only wlien thou diest 

I’ll come to tliy grave and weep ' ” 


^5 

Jt'oiiie, my friend, we're tired of hearing 
Vour et.ernal threnodies , 

Will you sit for ever hatching 

St ale old love-eggs such as these ^ 

VOL. IX. L 
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Alter all tlie expectation 

Frojii their shells Uie chickens look, 
Flutter in their perturbalion — 

And you coop them in a book ■ 


46 

Wax not too uiii)atient with me 
LI aiiioii^ my newer lays 
Some sad chords resound too clearly 
From the songs ot olden days. 

( )nly wait ^ (jveii now is dying 
This faint echo ot my ixiin. 

And a May of song will blossom 
From a heart made whole again 


47 - 

"Lis lime good sense came to iiiiiie aid, 
Fiom tolly Fd be fiec, deal , 

Too long comediaii-like I’ve played 
A comedy with thee, deal 

The scenes weie gorgeous to behold 
In the high loniantic line, dear , 

My knightU mantle Idazed witli gold, 
My feelings weie superfine, deal 
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And now that from this foolish craze 
T have jjfot quit and free, dear, 

I shall be wretched all iny days 
As when I mimed with thee, dear. 

0 God ! 1 spoke what I felt — in jest, 
Nor knowinj^ until later , 

1 played, with death in my own breast, 
The “dyin^f Gladiator” 


48. 

The great King VViswamiiiti 
Is making a mighty low, 

With penances anti lightinu 
To gam Waslusta’s cow 

O great King "Wiswamitra, 

Oil, what an ox art thou 
'J\> go thiougli such penance and lightiiiL 
Ami all about a cow ^ 


49. 

hi cart, my heart, yield not to soriuw 
Manfully endure youi fate, 

What the winter took ot late 
Spring will render you to-moriow'. 
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And how much is left to cheer you, 
And how fair the world is still ! 

And my heart, if you but will, 

You may woo whatc’er conies near yon 

50 

Like to an opening blossom. 

So fair and pure thou art ; 

1 gaze at tliee, and sorrow 
Stirs dumbly in my heart 

My hand u[jon thy forehead 
I fain would lay in^ prayer 
That God may keep thee ever, 

So sweet and pure and fair 


5J 

Child, to love me were thy ruin 
So 1 toil with all ondeavoui’ 

That for me thy gentle spirit 
Feel no glow of passion ever 

Yet at times it almost grieves me 
I'o have won success so clearly, 

And in spite of all 1 whisper: 

“ Oh, that she might love me dearly 
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When I am lying pillowed 

With darkness round and above 
There hovers o*er me a gracious 
Exquisite image of love 

And scarce does silent slumber 
Upon mine eyelids light. 

When the imago comes gently stealing 
In the first sweet dream of night. 


Nor with the breath of morning 
Will the image pass away , 

1 n my heart I bear it with rnc 
Through all the livelong day 


S3- 

Maiden with the mouth so rosy. 
With the eyes so sweet and clear. 
Ever am 1 thinking of thee, 

O my little maiden dear. 

*Long are now the winter evenings. 
All, what would I give to be 
Sitting in thy little ehamber. 
Chatting cosily witli thee 
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I would press a thousand kisses 
On thy little snowy hand , 

I would let my tears fall on it, 
On thy little snowy hand. 


54 

Though in drifts the snows may lie, 
Though it hail, though storm winds cry, 
Hurtling at my window pane, 

Never more will I complain 
For within my heart 1 bear 
Springtide .]oys and thoughts of Her 


55 ^ 

Saints, apostles, virgins, noiu' — 
Holy Motliei, Taul or Peter — 

AVill 1 kneel to — thou alone 
Hast my prayers, thou radiant sun 

Shine upon me, fairest one ^ 

Joy and kisses give me ever ’ 
Pnglitest sun among the maidens ’ 
Faiicst maid beneath tln^ sun ! 
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J)id not iiiy white, wan face betray 
My love and anguish to thee ? 

And wouldst thou that iny haughty mouth 
In beggar’s tones should sue thee ^ 


Too haughty is my mouth for aught 
Hut kisses and jest-niaking , 

Perchance ’twould speak some mocking word 
Even wliile my heart was breaking 


57 

My dear fellow, you’re in love ; 

And you suffer plains infernal, 

In your head thick darkness gathers ' 
In your heart is light supernal 


* My dear fellow, you’re in love . 

YouVe in love, and won’t avow it. 

Hut I see where passion’s flames. 

Bursting througli your waistcoat, show it^ 
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58. 

I longed to rest from worry, 

To loiter near to you , 

You left me in a hurry, 

You had so much to do ! ” 

My soulV entire submission 
Tr) you alone I vowed ; 

You curtsied gay derision 
VAth lippling laughter loud. 

Fresh tricks, fresh whimsies starting, 

You made me more downcast, 

And you refused on parting 
Even a kiss at last. 

T shall not die, believe rne, 

Though you may vex me sore ; 

Foi, sweet, thougli these things giieve mo, 
T’ve borne them all bijfore. 


59 - 

Blue sapphires are those eyes of thine,* 
S(» innocent ni} sweeting, 

And all ! thrice happy is the man 
Ti> whom they give l/)V(‘'s greeting. 
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Thy heart it is a diamond 

That fires divine hath captured ; 

And ah ! thrice happy is the man 
For whom it glows enraptured. 

Red rubies are those lips of thine, 
Jjovely beyond expression . 

And ah ! thrice happy he to whom 
They make Love’s sweet confewssion 

Oh tliat I knew the ha})py man ^ 

That I might find him wending 

TTis lonely way thro' the green wood— 
llis bliss would li.«ve an ending^ 


Go 


J have h(»d myself, by sighing 
Lovers’ vows, into thy breast ; 
fn my own toils tangled lying. 

Now to earnest turns the jest. 

r>ut shouldst thou in sportive gladness 
Cdaim thy right and from me speed. 
Fiends will liaunt me, and in sndness 
1 shall shoot myself indeed. 
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6l. 

The world and our life are too full of confusion ; 

From the German Professor 111 seek a solution. 

’Tis he wlio can set human life in order, 

For constructing a system, why, he is the man ; 
With his night-cap's tassel and dressing-gown border, 
Hell stop you the chinks in creation a plan. 


62. 

1 have long been racking my brains with thinking, 
With thinking and musing by night and day ; 

But those sweet eyes of thine, my dear one, 

To resolution have shown me the way ! 

Yes, T will abide where those eyes will light me, 

And follow the starry guiding ray , 

Though I never thought I should know what Love was, 
Never again to my dying day. 


^3 

To-night they are giving a party, 
And the house is all n-blaze, 

To and fr(j at the shining window 
A shadow passes and stays. 
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Thou seest me not ; in darkness 
T stand in the street apart ; 

Even less can’st thou pierce the shadows 
And look in my sad dark heart. 

My darkened heart, it loves thee ; 

It loves thee and breaks. Its lot 
Is to (piiver and break, wliile its life-blood 
Flows — and thou seest it not 


64. 

I would that my sea of troubles 
C.'ould How into one word alona ; 

To the blithesome winds I would ‘^ive it, 
They blithely would waft it to one. 

Would waft it to thee, beloved, 

"Jliat word of pain and care ’ 

Thou shouldst. hear it at every instant, 
Shouldst hear it everywhere. 

And soon as, when night came upon thee, 
Thine e^^elids closed in sleep, 

Thiough the deepest depths of th}' dreaming 
My word should surely sweep 
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65. 

Thou hast pearls and diamonds in plenty, 

All things on which hearts S‘'t store, 

And thine eyes are the very brightest — 

What wouldst thou, my love, have more ? 

In praise of those brightest eyes, love, 

1 have written sonnets galore, 

A host of immortal verses — 

What wouldst thou, my love, have more ? 

With those brightest eyes thou hast brought me 
An endless heartache sore, 

1 hou hast ruined me, soul and body — 

What wouldst tliou, my love, have more ? 

66 

lie who for the lirst time loves, 

All)eit hopeless, is a god 

r»ut for him whose love is hopeless, 

Once again -he is a fool. 

I am such a fool, and hopeless 
Love once more, no true love winning. 

Sun and moon and stars are laughing, 

I am laughing too — ami dying. 
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67* 

No — youi‘ tepid and your vapid 
Soul could not, 1 know, obey 
My love’s torrent, fierce and rapid 

That through rocks could force its Wiiy 

Love’s high-road for you’s best sorted, 

I can see you walking there, 

On your husband’s arm sup])orted — 
With good hopes of coming heir. 


68 .* 

By a languishing son of the Muse be it said, 
Kind lady, permit me t(» rest 
111 slumber this weary, poetical head 
On your while and beautiful breast 

“ How dare you say such tlong:? to me, 
ISir, amongst all this company 


69. 

Coynsel and wise obi saws they otfeied. 
Overwhelmed, me with honours proilered, 
Jlade me wait a little — and see . 

’Twas their firm intention to patronise me 
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But none the less for their patronising 

My death from starvation had not been surprising , 

When lo ! there turns up a worthy man, 

Who sets about lielping me all he can. 

Worthy man! He provides me my dinner’ 

J’ll never forget it, as I’m a sinner ! 

I’d give him the heartiest hug 1 can, 

Only — 1 am myself this worthy man 


70. 

'iliis most amiable youngstei 

Can’t be held in loo much ieveren(‘.e , 

I'ie<]uently he stands me oysters, 

With Inpieurs or hock for preference. 

Clad in tnm-eut coat and trousius. 
With a neck -tie gay as Ins, 

Eadi forenoon he waits ujioii me. 

Just to make polite inquiries. 

Of my fame, my grace and liumoiir, 

He goes J ambling on for evei ; 

Swears, to aid and do me service 
Is his duty, his endeavoui. 
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And of evenings, to the ladies. 
With a face of inspiration, 

He recites iny dealhless poems 
With appropriate declamation. 

Oh ! to light on such a being 
Is indeed iiniiieiisely cheering, 
In these days when worthy peoph* 
More and more are disajjpeaiing 


7i- 

This was my dream. Tm (Jod Hinivseli 
In lofty heaven .silling. 

With aiigols round to piaise 111 ^ veise, 

With praises uniemittiiig. 

rinmcake 1 eat and confitures. 

That cost a pretty penny. 

And wash tluun down witli rare milk-puiicli. 
And debts ! 1 haven’t any ! 

Hut lack of pastime bores me much . 

On earth I’d fain be living, 

If God 1 were not, to old Nick 
My soul 1 would be giving. 
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Ho ! long-legged angel Gabriel, 

Quick to thy heels, I prithee , 

Away to earth and bring me thence 
My friend Eugenio with thee 

Seek him not in his college halls 
Seek him mid jingling glasses. 

Seek him not at St Hed wig’s churcii , 
Seek lijm among the lasses 

Then down to earth by spreading wings, 
Is angel Gabriel driven , 

He claws i*he dear old scapegrace up, 
And brings him straight to Heaven 

Yes, fellow, J am God Himself, 

And rule heaven, earth and ocean , 

1 told you T should do great things, 

I’ve always had the iiution. 

Each day 1 work my miracles. 

You’ll think them vastly prel ty ; 

And for your mirth Til bring about 
The bliss of Berlin city. 

'Phe paving stones along the street, 

►Shall o]>en in a trice, boy ; 

And e\ery st( lie bliall hold within, 

All oyster flesh and nice, boy. 
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On every oyster, lemon juice 
Shall fall in dewy showers , 

While through the city’s gutt“rs all, 

The noblest lihenish scours. 

ilow jolly arc the Jlerlin folk, 

In speed to gorge and hll them ! 

'riieir W^)rslii])s of the Count) Couits, 
The kennel streams, they swill them ^ 

How jolly are the poets too ^ 

At such a god-like sally ^ 

’J’he cornets and lieutenants, all 
Are lapping street and alley. 

These cornets and lieutenants are. 

Of all mankind most clever , 

Wonders they think, like this to-day, 
Will liai)i»en scarcely evei 


72 

When I left you, July was in its glory, 

1 find you agam 111 I )ecember\s snow ; 

And ye who then basked where the heat was glowing^ 
Have changed — grow'ii cold perhaps , even so ! 

VOL. IX. M 
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1 leave you again. When next 1 come hither, 
Then will ye be nor warm nor cold , 

And I shall pass the graves you lie in, 

And iiiy own heart will be poor and old 


73* 

Driven away from fairest arms, and harried 

From fairest lips that once bent fondly o’er me ^ 
One poor day more how gladly had 1 tarried, 

When lo ! the post-boy with his team came for me. 

Yes, that indeed is Life! an endless moan, love, 

An endless farewell, and an endhjss parting ! 
Couldst thou not grapple my heart to thine own, love, 
Could not such eyes us thine delay my starting ? 


74- 

We travelled alone in the gloomy 
Post-carriage throughout the night, 
On the other's heart each rested, 

Hearts that were merry and light. 

Put as the day was dawning, 

My child, how astounded we looked. 
For between us sat Cupid — a traveller 
Foi whom no place had been booked. 



THE HOME-COMING, 


7S^ 

God knows only where the madcap 
Girl has stowed herself away , 

I’ve been racing round the city 
Cursing, all this rainy day. 

From one tavern to another 
I have scurried w ithout rest , 

Many a most uncivil waiter 
All in vain have I addressed. 

Lo ’ I see her at the window, 

And she nods and titters — well ' 
Who’d have dreamt thou didst inhabit. 
Girl ’ so splendid an hotel * 


76 

Like houses half seen in a vision, 
Stretches the street’s long row . 

Close muilled in my mantle, 

In silence unbroken I go. 

Jhe tower of the city minster 
I ’rod aims the midnight hour, 

And my love, all beguilements and kisses, 
Awaits me now in her bowei. 
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The moon is my companion ; 

To light rue's a labour of love. 

T stand at her threshold, and joyous 
Call out to the moon above * 


“ I thank thee, my trusty old comrade, 

For making my pathv/ay bright 
Now am I fain to excuse thee. 

Let the rest of the world have th^ light. 


“ And if thou shouldst chance on a lover 
Who desolate makes his moan, 

Console him as you consoled me 

Long ago in the days that are tlowii.' 


77 * 

Thou hast kissed my lips until they bleed, 
Now kiss them till they heal , 

\nd if Ihou hast not time by day. 

When twilight shadows steal, 

Wilt thou not have the long, long nighty 
Oh, well-beloved of me 
Ah, many a kiss, in that long night, 

May pass 'twixt me and thee ! 
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And when you're once my wedded wife, 

They’ll envy you, my treasuie, 

For then you’ll lead a jolly life, 

One round of mirth and pleasure. 

And if you scold, and if you curse, 
ril bear it as I may, dear , 

But if you do not praise my verse 
III put you straight away, dear ^ 

79 " 

When she flung her arms round me, with tcnderest 
pressure, 

My soul rose to Heaven in a rapturous flight : 

And I let it ascend while 1 drank of the pleasure 
Her honeyed lips gave me with frenzied delight. 

80* 

What deceit may lurk m kisses ’ 

What delight in make-believe ’ 

To cheat others, sure, a bliss is ’ 

If I’m gulled too, should I grieve ? 
riay the prude demure, my dearest, 

Thou'lt relent in time, I trow ; 

111 believe whate’er thou swearest. 

What thou’dst fain believe, III vow. 
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Upon thy snow-white shoulder 
1 have rested my weary head ! 

I heard thy heart, beat, and its longing, 

Its hopes and its wishes I read. 

The blue Hussars are bugling 
And riding into the town , 

And to-morrow she will desert me, 

My dearest and my own • 

And if thou wilt leave me to-morrow, 
To-day thou art surely my own, 

So twofold shall be my rapture 

Whilst round me thine arms are thrown » 


82 

The blue Hussars are bugling 
And riding out of the town ; 

I enter it, dearest, to bring thee 
My roses freshly blown. 

Swashbucklers that eat up the country ! 

Hubbub and wild uproar ^ 

E'en thy small heart found billets 
For half-a-dozen or more ^ 
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In my years of young desire. 

From sweet love’s devouring fire 
Many a pain I had ; 

Nowadays the fuel’s dearer. 

And the fire does not burn clearer, 

Ma foi, it’s not so bad ’ 

Ponder this, my pretty sweeting, 

Let thy silly tears go ileeting, 

And love's silly pains and harms , 
And if only life is left thee, 

Why, forget the love that’s reft thee, 
Mn foi 1 in my arms. 


84 

Art thou truly grown so hostile ? 

Art thou changed so utterly ? 

To the wide world I’ll proclaim it, 

All thy graceless cruelty. 

ungrateful lips, how can you. 

Dare you, speak in harsh dispraise 
Of the man whose kisses thrilled you, 
In those dear and far-off days ^ 
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Ah, again the eyes which ever 
Smiled a welcome sweet, I see ! 
And again the lips which ever 
Made all life seem sweet to me * 


’Tis again the voice which ever 
T was wont to hear so gladly ’ 
Only 1 am changed — returning 
To my home, I enter sadly. 


With her fair white arms about me 
Close and lovingly cntwinmg, 

1 am lying on her bosom, 

Weary-hearted and repining. 


86 ^ 

<) shame me not, my darling fair — 
Untcr den Ltvden, greet mo not; 
Soon we shall meet at home, and there 
All shall be settled and forgot 
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Here, Uiiter den Lindev, my friend, 
Your heart will be satisfied ; 

For here you may find, without end. 
Fair women*s beauty and pride. 

They blossom so dainty and sweet, 

In their delicate silks attired, 

Like " Flowers on wandering feet,'' 

Said a poet in words inspired. 

Ah, the hat with its sweeping plumes, 
Ah, the folds of the Kashmire shawl. 

Ah, the youthful cheek and its bloom, 
And the swan-neck, fairest of all ’ 

88 

Rarely did ye understand me. 

You, I rarely understood , 

Rut we understood each other 
When we both were in the mud 


89. 

But all the eunuchs grumbled 

When my voice rang out with force ; 
They grumbled and they mumbled, 

My singing was very coarse 
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And daintily sounded and cheerly 
Their tinkling falsetto notes. 

The crystalline fiorituri 

Shrilled gay from the bird-like throats. 

They sang too in accents pathetic, 

Of love — its raptures and fears 
Delights so truly {esthetic 

Drownecl all the ladies in tears. 


90 

Where on Salamanca’s ramparts 

Airs blow soft and sweet from Heaven, 
I and my beloved Donna 

Stroll on many a summer even. 

Kound the beauty’s waist so slender 
(Gently now my arm is stealing. 

And her bosom’s haughty swelling 
My too happy hand is feeling. 

Natheless an anxious whisper 

Flutters through the lindens shady. 
And the mill-stream, dark below us. 
Mutters gloomy dreams, sweet lady. 
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Ah, Senora, drear foreboding 
Tells we must be rent asunder. 
And on Salamanca’s ramparts 
Nevermore shall we two wander. 


9T. 

Don Henriqiiez, styled ''The Handsome,” 
Lives in the same house beside me ; 

Our apartments are adjoining, 

From him flimsy walls divide me. 

As he strides along the pavement, 

Spurs a-clanking, moustache t^\irllng, 

With a ])ack of dogs about him, 

Many a lady’s brain is whirling. 

But he sits at home and lonely. 

Often through the silent gloaming ; 

In his hands his mandolina, 

Through his soul sweet fancies roaming. 

He begins extemporising, 

Eager chords the strings are thrilling , 

Ugh ! no caterwauling plagues me 
Like his growling, quavering, trilling. 
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Heart answered to heart when we first saw each other, 
I marked it plainly in voice and in eye ; 

And I think we should straightway have kissed if your 
mother, 

The marplot, had not been standing by. 

But hence with the morning must 1 be starting 
To speed on my weary journey anew, 

And my blue-eyed darling will watch my departing, 

As I waft to her window my fond adieu. 

93- 

Over the mountains breaks now the sunlight, 

'J'he lambs’ bells tinkle across the plain ; 

My darling, my lamb, my sunlight, my one light, 

1 long to look on thee once again ! 

With straining eyes I gaze at thy shutters; 

Farewell, my child, 1 must part from thee ! 

In vain, in vain — not a curtain flutters ’ 

She lies still asleep, — and dreams of me ! 


94 . 

At Halle in the market-place 
There stand two mighty lions ; 

Ha ^ truculent Halle lion-folk, 

Ha, ha ' how tame we’ve made you ! 
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At Halle in the market-place 
There stands a mighty giant , 

He grasps a sword, yet never stirs, 
Terror has petrified him. 

At Halle in the market-iilace 
There stands a mighty minster, 
Where eiti/ens and country folk 
Have space to pray in plenty. 


95 -* 

l^ivtty, hosintable huly, 

House and couit are trim aucl neat. 

Stable, cellar, all well cared-for, 

F arming careful and complete * 

Every corner in the garden 
Is well-weeded, gay enough. 

All the straw tlie flails are thrashing 
Will be used the beds to stulb 

Jjut tby heart ami lips, fair lady, 
Unregarded, fallow lie. 

And tby bed-cliamber, so cosy. 

Lacks another’s company. 
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Over blooming woods and meadows 
13roods the waning summer twiliglit , 
From the skies the golden moonbeams 
Dart their light among the shadows 

Grasshoppers chirp by the river, 

And a movement stirs the water , 

And the loiterer hears the ripplt*, 
Hears the very silence quiver. 

To the stream the wood nymph tender 
Shyly comes to bathe hei beauty , 

In the golden moonbeams glisten 
Neck and arm so white and slender. 


97- 

O’er the strange paths night is brooding, 
Heart is sick, and limbs are son*, 

Then ihy light in silent blessing, 

Gentle Moon, streams down once more. 

Gentle Motui, before thy radiance ^ 
Vanish all the night- tide’s fears , 
Silently my griefs steal from me, 

And my eyes are dewed with tears. 
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Death is to me the cool, still night, 

And life the sultry day. 

It darkens — let me slumber ; 

I’m weary of the light. 

Over my bed the willows weep , 

There sings the young sweet nightingale , 
She sings of love, love only , 

I hear it even in sleep. 


99 - 

Say, where's now your pretty sw*'ethean 
You extolled in lyric fashion, 

When your youthful being kindled 
With the magic glow of passion ? 

Ah, my heart is sad and frozen, 

And the Hanie no longer flashes. 

And this little book’s an urn which 
Sepulchres my love’s cold ashes. 



THE TWILIGHT OF THE GODS. 

Now Mciy IS here, with all her golden sunbeams. 

With all li(*r silken airs, and sjncy }>erfumes, 

Henignly she allures with snow-white blossoins. 

And greets with thousand violet-eyes of azure, 

And spreads abroad her green and llowi^y carpet 
Woven of sunshine and of morning dew , 

Sunimoiimg all the children of mankind 
The bashtul folk oljcy hei eailiest call : 

The men all put their nankeen tiousers on, 

'rhclr Sunday coats with glittering gilded buttons, 
The ladies dress themselves in virgin white , 

The young men twirl their newly grown moustaches ; 
Young maidens feel their bosoms swell with pleasure; 
And the town jioels stick into their jiockets 
Eye-glass, note-book and pencil, dubilant 
The jostling i'lowd is pressing thrcugh the town-gate, 
And, l>ing down on the green turf outside, 

Vdmires the trees- how sjdendidly they Jlourish — 
riays with the gaily-coloured tender blossoms — 
Harks to tin* songs of all the lusty warbleis — 

While then shouts reach the blue expanse of Heaven. 

1^3 
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May came to me — even me — three times she rattled 
« Upon my door, and called out “ I am May ! 

Thou pallid dreamer, come, and I will kiss thee ! ” 

But I my door kept bolted, and I cried : 

“ In vain thy wiles thou triest on me— ill-comer — 

For I have seen thee through, and also seen through 
The structure of this world. 1 have seen too much — 
And much too deep —and so all joy has vanished. 

And everlasting pains lodge in my heart. 

I see right through the hard and stony casing 
Of mortals’ houses, and of mortals’ hearts, 

And see in both falsehood, and tricks, and meanness — 
Upon men’s faces do 1 read their thouglit*^, 

A sorry revelation. In the girl’s blush of shame 
I see her secret passion’s greedy tremors. 

On the youth’s proud eLthusiastic head 

I see the mocking, yellow fool’s cap settle 

And nought but masks grotesque, or sickly shadows, 

I see upon this earth — nor can I tell 
^ Whether a madhouse ’tis, or hospital. 

^ I see right through the base of this old Earth 
' As though it were of glass , and see the horror, 

May strives to cover with her joyful green — 

Strives, but in vain And then T see the dead 
They lie below there, in their narrow coffins, ' 

With folded hands, and with their eyelids open. 

White is their clothing, and their faces white. 

And through their lips the yellow worms are crawling. 

^ VOL. IX. ^ N 
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I sec the son there, sitting with his sweetheart. 

To sport and wanton on his father s gra 'e : 

The nightingales sing jeering songs above them . 

The gentle meadow-ilowers are larghing slylj , 

While the dead father turns him in his grave, 

And painfully old Mother Earth doth shuddei. 

Thou ]K)or old Karth — tliy pains, too well I kjiow them. 
I see the fire which rages in thy bosom, 

I see the blood start fiom thy thousand veins, 

I see thy wound tearing itself wide open 

And wildly streaming flame and smoke and blood 

I see thy bold dcjfianl giant-sons — 

Thy eldest biood — from gloomy deeps arising, 

And their led torches in their hands high swinging; 

1 see tliem s(‘t th(‘ir iron ladders uj) 

And wildly storm the fortress of high Heaven , 

Whih‘ l)lack dwarfs clamber after them and crackling 
Vanish from heaven all the golden stars. 

With ini})ious hand one tears the golden curtain 
Of God’s own shrine The lioly Angels 
Trone on then faces fall, shrieking aloud 
Tf^poii his throne sits God, with terror pale — 

1 Tucks from his head the crown and tears his hair 
’‘\ud nearer presses on the savage horde ^ 

The (Jiaiits toss their blazing torches high 
Into vast Heaven’s realm, the foul dwarfs smite 
With whi])s of flame the Angels on the back, 
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Who creep about, and tortured writhe in pain, 

And then are dragged out fairly by the hair. 

And my especial Angel see 1 there, 

With his blonde locks, and with his gentle features. 
And with tli’ eternal love around his lips, 

And with the bliss that lives in his blue eye 
And one outrageous, ugly, dusky Kobold 
Snatches from Heaven’s floor iiiy pale white Angel. 
Grinning he leers upon his shining beauty, 

Then clasjis him tight in teiiderest embraces 
A shriek of horror rings throughout all space; 

Its pillars crumble Eaith and Heaven fall crashing 
Together, and old Night i'< Lord of all. 
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Tiiic Dream-God brought me once into a country 
Wliere weeiiiiig willows waved to me a welcome 
With their long leafy arms, and where the Dowers, 
Witli sober sisteis eyes gazed gently on me. 

Where the birds* twitter seemed familiar to me, 
Wlieie ev n the drags’ bark seemed to me well known , 
Where voices and where persons greeted me 
Like All old friend, and yet where all things 
So stxAiige seemed to me, wonderfully strange. 

1 stood before a jiretty country house. 

My breast was troubled ; yet within rny brain 
Peace reigned ; and peacefully I shook oil 
The dust that clung about my travelling garb 
Shaip clanged the bell, and soon the door stood open, 

And there were men and women — many well-known 
Faces , but silent grief on all was painted, 

And secret, shrinking fear. With stiunge emotion — 
Almost with pitying irien — they gazed upon me, 

Till 1 myself felt, shuddering through my bosom, 
Something like presage of unknown disaster. 
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There sat old Margaret, whom I knew at once ; 
Questioning T looked at her, but still she spoke not. 

“ Where is Maria ^ ” asked I , but siie spoke not. 

She took me gently by the hand, and led me 
Through many long and brightly lighted looms, 

Where luxury and state and silence reigned ; 

Led me at last into a misty chamber, 

Then motioned me, with countenance averted, 

Toward a form that on the sofa sat. 

“Are you Maria?” asked I, and 1 shuddered 

To the heart's core at the solemnity 

With which I spoke , and, stony and metallic. 

Rang back the voice : “ The people call me so.” 

.A cutting pain went coldly through me then, 

For that same hollow, freezing tone was still 
The voice — once so nnlodious — of Maiia ' 

That woman lu the faded lilac gown 
Thrown carelessly around her, breasts down hanging. 
Eyes fixed and glassy , and the cheeks, and muscles 
Of her pale visage limp and loose as leather — 

Ah yes ’ that woman was the once so fair. 

The blooming, lovely, lovable Maria ^ 

“ YouS'e been long on your travels.” she broke out, 
With cold familiarity uncanny , 

“Good •friend, you look no more so languishing. 

How strong you seem — your loins and calves stand out, 
And show solidity.” A sickly smile 
Fluttered around the pale and yellow lips 
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In my confusion this 1 blurted fortli : 

“ Why, some one told me, STire, that you were married/' 
“ Oh yes ! ” she coolly said, loud-voiced and smiling, 

“ 1 have a wooden stick which, covered over 
With leather, is called ‘husband.’ Still, plain wood 
Is wood ” Slie laughed, a low repulsive laughter. 

Then a cold pang ran through my very soul, 

And doubt seized on me. Can those be the pure 
Lips — pure as opening flovrers — Maria’s ? 

But then she stood up all her height, took (|uickly 
Her shawl from off* the chair, and wrapped it 
About her neck, then hung upon my arm, 

And drew me thence, first through the open house-door, 
Tlien on and on through plain and wood and meadow. 

The sun’s I'cd. glowing disc had now sunk down 
Full low^ and w^ith his purple light he coloured 
The trees and all the flowers and the river, 

Which in the distance rolled majestic on. 

Maria sudden cried “ See you how shimmers 
The (jreat gold eye m yonder azure water ? 

“ Silence, p«)or thing ’ ” I said And 1 beheld tlieii 
A wondrous pageant floating in the twilight. 

For misty shapes were rising from the meadows, 
Circling each other in their soft white arms 
The violets sweetly iooked on each olbm ; 

The lily-bells bowed, each to each, enamoured ; 

A glow of pleasure crimsoned all the roses ; 
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A flame seemed burning in the pinks’ fiot breath ; 

The flowers all revelled in the rapturous odours. 

And all were weeping cpiiet tears 01 joy, 

And all in chorus chanted, “ Love, love, love ’ ” 

The butterflies were fluttering, and the biilliant 
Gold-beetles hummed their fairy lays together. 

Tire evening breezes whispered in the oaks. 

The nightingale sang with voluptuous languor 

’Midst all this sound of whispeiing, rustling, singing, 
The faded woman hanging on my arm then; 

Chattel ed with leaden, toneless voice and frigid 
“] know your iiightl} doings at the castle. 

‘ The lanky-shadow * ’s a good-natured fool , 

He nods and Ikiw.-. to everything \ou want 
‘The niue-coat’ is an angel, but the red one, 

With shining sword, be hates you like the devil ” 

And many other incoherent stories 
She babbled of, until at last she sat, 

Quite weaned, down with me on the gieen hillock 
That stnnds l)eneath the aged oak-lree’s branches. 

And there we sat tf»gether, still and moiiinl'ul. 

Gazed each on each, with giowing mehinelioL. 

Like to a dying man tlie oak-tiee sighed. 

And shrill with pain the nightingale wailed from it 
But tliiiii, ra} s of red light st learned through the leaves 
And played around Maria’s visage pale, 

And waked a glow within her stony eyes. 

And with her old sweet vi»iee she said to me 
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“ How knewest thou, then, that I was so wretched, 
As I have lately read in thy wild songs ? ” 

A chill shot through my breast. I stood in awe, 
Scared by my frenzy, which could thus 
Foresee the future ; darkness fell upon my brain, 
And in my terror 1 awoke from sleep. 
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In the evening-lighted garden 
Vaces the Alcalde’s daiightei . 
lllare of kettle-drums and trum]K‘ts 
Sounds triuniphaiit fioin the ])alace. 


“ Ah ^ a burthen ar^» these dances, 

And the sugared words id flatterers 
And the knighus with pretty phrases 
Who compare me with the sunshine 

“ All things are a mighty burthen. 

Since 1 saw in gleaming moonlight 
That one knight whose lyre enticed me 
After night-fall to my window 

• ‘ As he stood there, brave and slender, 
And his eye shot forth keen lightning 
From his pale and noble visage . 

’Twas St. George who stood before me ’ 
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Thus was Donna Clara musing, 

Gazing on the ground before her ; 

As she raised her eyes, befoie hei 
Stood the unknown gallant stranger*. 

Iland-in-hand, with loving whispers. 
Through the moonlit groves they wander, 
Ivissed by soothing airs while roses 
CJreet them as in fairy leigends 

Greeting as in fairy legends, 

Roses glow like lov^^’s familiars , 

O my dealest, tell me wherefore 
Comes suc*,h sudden Hush upon thee ^ 

O my love, the midg(‘s stung me ; 

And 111 sumniertiiiH* the midges 
Are ))y me as much detested 
As tlic long-nosed Hewisli rabble ” 

“ Take no 1 /hought of flews or midges,’' 
Spoke the oavaher caressing ; 

And a million sno\^y bloom-llakes 
Dro]) upon them from the almonds. 

And a million snoivy bloom-flakes, 

Lavjsli all aioiind their sweetn(*ss 
“ O ni\ dearest, tell me truly, 

Is thy heart mine and mine only ” 
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“Yes, I love thee, my beloved ^ 

[jet me swear it by the Saviour 
Whom tlie Crod-aceursed Hebiews 
Murdered in their evil maliee 

“Take no thought of dews or Saviour,” 
Spoke the cavalier caressing ; 

111 the distance rise white lilies, 
Gleaming softly in the radiance. 

Snow-white lilies, gleaming softlv, 

(Jaze up to the stars in Heaven 
“ O niy Jear(‘st, give true answer. 

Hast thou not sworn falsely to me ? ” 

“ Dearest, falsehood is not in im* ; 

Just as 111 my heart there Hows not 
^ny droj) of blood that’s Moorish, 

Or of filthy Jewish people ” 

“Take no thought of INloor or Helirew,” 
Spoke the cuvalier caressing , 

And he led the Alcalde’s daughtei 
To a s(‘eret myrtle bower 

^s it were with nets of ])assuui. 

He had stealthily enmeshed her; 
13 ri(»fest words, but long-drawn kisses. 
While their hearts were overflowiiuT 



204 


THE BOOK OF SONGS. 


Sweetest nightingales sang melting 
Bridal songs from out the thicket , 

On the grass around, the glow-worms 
Moved as in a dance of torches. 

Through the bower silence deepened , 
Nought was heard, except the secret 
Whisper of discreetest myrtles, 

And the breathing of the lloweis. 

All at once the drums and trumpets 
Burst forth loudly from the palace. 
Suddenly awaking, Clara 
Tears lierself from his embraces 

“ Hriik ! they shout for me, my dearest ^ 
Yet eie we aie parted, tell me 
What fa;r name thou bearest , tell me 
What thou long hast hiddcui from me ’ ” 

And the knight out-laughing gaily, 
Kissed the lingers of his mistress . 
Kissed hci on the bps and forehead, 
And he spoke the slow words slowly : 

“ T, Senora, your beloved, 

Am the son « f the most worthy, 

Erudite and reverend Itabbi 
Isrfiel of Sararrossa*' 



ALMANSOR 


I. 


In Conjovii’s L^reat catliedral 

There aie columns thirteen hiiinlieci 
Thu teen hundred ^iant columns 

Bear the dome upon their shouldeis. 

And on walL^. and dome and columns, 
Th('re extend from top to bottom 
Aiab texts fioni the Alcoran, 

Deftly turned like tvvmiri^ lloweit^ 

Moorish kinos in bygone ages 

Budt then house to Allah’s glory , 
But since then all things lia\e altered. 
Swept along in Tune’s dark wliiilpool 

jFiom the tower where the Muezzin 
Summoned all the town to worship, 
Now we hear the mournful droning 
Of the bells of pallid Christians 
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On the steps where true ])elievcrs 
Sang the inessagci of th(‘ Trophel. 

Xow the shaveling tiickst(‘is juggle 
Witli then ehihlish 

And there’s scra])ing and tlaue's rwusting 
Of the iiiaii} -eoloured pu})pets , 

And uiid smoke and bells and niuinming, 
All the silly ta]»ers llickei. 

Theio in Cordova’s Cathedral 
stands Almansor beii Abdullah, 

(bizing sibwit on the coluiinis. 

Mill min mg ihesi* phiases soltly 

“ O yo cuJunins stiong, gigantic, 

( )nce adorned foi Allah’s glory, 

Ye are loiced to servile homage 
To the (’hristian iaiih detested. 

“ Yielding t.o tlie times ye live in, 
JMciently ye beai the burlhmi, 

Kvei s(> we wlio are vv(‘akpr 
AJust moie leadily submit us.” 

And Almaiisoi ben Abdullah 

Hows Ins head with cheerful se.emiiig, 
O’er the larven stone of ba])ti.sm, 

In Cordova’s great Cathedral. 
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II 


Swifl h(*. strode tn/ii. tlio < 'athedial, 
(ilallojKMl on his ( Ocil-hlac*k cdiar^^T, 
Till Ur* d'liii]) c’UiK on his forehead, 
And Ins jihinie, ^vaved in the hiee/e.-. 


On tlie load to Aleolea, 

ttdlowiii^ tlie (iiiadahjniver, 

Wilde tlie losy almond blossoms. 

And wheie s^lowr^ tlie ]KThinieil oian^e 

Thit.hei sjieeds the* i’allaiit horseman 
Whistling siniriiiM, lan^dnno j^aily 
And tlie Imds inuiiul join wn/h him, 

And the rivei '.oundiiiL; wateis 

Foi in Aleolea’s castle 

Dwells hni (’Jai.t do Ahaie/ 

In Xa^ane hei sue is warriiiL;, 

So she joys in laiijer freedom 

And Almansoi hears far distant. 

Still iii<j; bray of horns and ti*iini])i‘t.s, 
lie beliolds the e.istle ciessets 

Oleaiiiing through the leafy branches 
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In the halls of Alcoled 

^rwelve l)ejewelled dames aie dancing 
And twelve knights in knightly lainient 
But the statelusl is Aluicuisoi. 


Bonn, doin' bj buo>ant liumoui 
Tluough tlu hall hi Hits incessant, 
Ivnowing well how best to wlnspei 
To each dame his gentle flaitei) 


(^>uick Ik kisses Isalulhs 

Snow} hind and (|Uits lici swittl} 
\n(l Ik St its hiniscll and ga/i s 
du}()usl> it laxi lihii I 


I iiiglnmh he isks Lenoia 

It Ik now huds favoin with hii 
And he shows ujioii his in mile 

('losses woiked in gold enibioidciv 


\iid he vows to evei} lad} 

In his he ait he beais those ciosses, 
\nd a stole ot limes piotisUlh, 
Swcaiing, As 1 am a Chiistian * 
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111 . 

Now in Alcoloji’s caatlo 

Mirth and music all are silenced. 

Knij^hts and ladies all have vanislnMl, 
And the tapers are extinguished. 

Donna Clara and Alinansoi — 

These alone remain togelhei , 

One last lamp is left to light them 
With a pale and lonely glimmer 

On a lofty chair sits Clara, 

And Almansor on the tootstool 

Jlends his forenead, slumber- weary, 
On the knees of his beloved one 

From a golden flask the lady 
l^eiisive, drops sweet oil of roses 

On the brown locks of Almansoi , 
And a deep sigh heaves liis bosom 

Sweetest kiss from lips so tender 
The sweet lady presses ])ensive 

(hi the brown locks of Almansor, 
And his lofty brow is cloiuled. 

VOL. IX 
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Pensive teais the lady sheddeth 
From her radiant eyes love-lighted 
On the brown locks of Aliiiaiisor, 

And hia lip with passion trembles 

For he dreams that he is standing 

With his head bowed low and drij^ping, 
Therein (-ordova’s Cathedral, 

Hearing countless gloomy voices 

All the lofty giant columns 
Murmur to his eais indignant, 

They will liear the load no longer, 

And they quiver and they stagger. 

And they crash together wildly 
On the livid priests and people, 

And the dome itself falls headlong 

While the Christian Cods are wailing. 



THE PILGRIMAGE TO KEVLAAR. 


The mother’s at the window, 

In bed her sick son lies 
The pilgrim train is passing, 

‘‘ William, wilt thou not rise ? ” 

"" I am so ill, O mothei, 

Hearing and sight are l!ed 
My lieart is aching sorely , 

1 think of Gretchen dead ” 

“ Arise, we will to Kevlaar, 

Take book and rosary , 

(Tod’s Mother will make whole there 
Thme aching heart for thee.” 

And loud bursts forth the chanting, 
The banners flutter gay. 

The pilgrim train is starting 
From Koln this very day. 
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The mother follows the jrilgrims , 
Her sick son leadeth she ; 

And both sing in the chorus ; 

“ Praised be thou, Mary ! ” 

* * * 


II 

The Moiher of Glod at Kevlaai 
Wears all her bravery , 

The sick folk come in hundreds, 
And much to do has she. 

And all the suffering mortals 
Bring each an offering; 

lambs that of wax are moulded, 
Wax hands, wax feet they bring. 

And whoso brings a wax hand, 
(hires on his hand his wound , 

Aiul whoso brings a wax foot, 

His foot is straightway sound. 

Thither came some on crutches 
Who now can dance on the rope ; 

Some play the viol whose fingers 
Were all diseased past hope. 
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The mother bought wax tapers 
And shaped theiri to a heart , 

Go — bear it to God*s Mother, 

And she will heal thy smart ” 

With sighs he took the wax heart. 

He sought the shrine with sighs; 

His words gushed from his heart-spring, 
The tears gushed from his eyes 

‘‘ O blessed ’mid the blessed, 

0 God’s own m.aiden pure, 

O Queen of Heaven, hearken 

What sorrow I endure. 

“ In Koln, the famous eity, 

1 and my mother dwell, 

Koln that doth by the hundred 

Its shrines and churches tell.” 

“And near to us dwelt Gretchen, 

But she is dead and past ! 

O Mary, take this wax heart, 

And cure my heart at last. 

“ My pierced heart, oh ! heal it. 

That so my prayer may be, 

Fervent, and late, and early, 

‘ Praised be thou, Mary ! ’ ” 
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Jli 

The sick youth and his mother 
In their small chamber slept ; 

And lo ! God’s Mother gently 
Across the threshold stepped. 

Above the sick boy bending, 

Slie laid hei hand awhile 

Upon his heart in silence. 

And vanished with a smile 

In dieanis the mother saw it, 

She saw much more beside , 

She woke up from her slumber, 

The watch-dogs howled and cried. 

There lay upon his pallet 
Her son — and he was dead ! 

And on his pah' cheek glimmered 
The daybreak’s gleaming led. 

She folded her hands in silence , 

No tears, no plaints had she — 

Then spoke in meek devotion, 

“ Praised be thou, Mary ! ” 



TRAVELS IN THE HARZ MOUNTAINS. 


PuOLOfiUE. 

BliACK dress-coats and trim silk stockings, 
Oily words, eflusive grectill^^ 

Courtly rullles, shut fronts snowy. 

Oh, if 111 them hearts were beatiiij^ ’ 

Had they hearts withiii tlieir bosoms, 

Til their Imarts weie love ])j evading’ 

Ah ’ I perish with the siiii^-suiiL," 

Of fictitious lovers’-waihii^ ^ 

1 will climb the iiii^dity mountains. 

Climb the sim])le huts among, 

Where the breast expands in freedom. 
Where the airs are free and strong. 

I will climb the mighty mountains, 

Wheie the swarthy fir-trees rise. 

Where sing bird and brook, and cloudlets 
iTance in glee across th(‘ skies. 
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Farewell to the gay assemblies, 

Smirking men and dames beguiling ^ 
T will climb the mighty mountains, 
And look down upon you smiling ! 


MOUNTAIN IDYLL. 


I. 

On the mountain stands the cottage, 
Dwelling of the miner old , 

There ihe dark-green fir-tree murmurs. 
There the moonbeams shine like gold. 

And a chair stands in that cottage. 
Strange with carvings rich and rare , 
Happy is the wight who fills it — 

Ihn the happy one, I swear ' 

And my young love on her footstool 
Rests her arm upon my knee , 

And her eyes are stars of azure, 

And her mouth’s a rose to see. 

And those dear blue stars look on me, 
Growing wider than the sky , 

And she lays her lily fingers 
On the rosebud laughingly. 
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No, thy mother does not heed iis, 

Fast her spinning-wheel doth croon ; 
And thy father plies his zither, 

And he sings the dear old tune. 

And the dear child whispers gently, 
Soft and low-toned, drawing near , 
Many and many a mighty secret 
Has she trusted to my ear. 


We can’t go to Goslar Fair, 

Where they hold the shooting-matches ; 
Oh ’ it was delightful there 

Here far up the chilly mountain 
We are all alone, you know ; 

And in winter we are almost 
Buried underneath the snow. 

“ And I’m but a timid maiden, 

And like any child I fear 
Evil spirits, who are busy 

All night in our mountains here.’’ 

^11 at once the dear child pauses, 

Both her little hands doth hold 
Over anxious eyes, as frightened 
By the things herself has told. 
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Louder still the fir-trce murmured, 

And the swift wheel crooned and whirred, 
And the zither sounded blithely, 

And the dear old tune was heard 

Have no fear, my little darling, 

Of the evil spirits’ might, 

All the angels, little darling, 

Watch beside thee day and night. 


IJ 

At the lonely casement tapping 
Comes the fir with fingers gieen, 

And the moon, the siJeiit watcher, 

Casts within its golden sheen. 

Father, mother, both are sleeping. 

Hark the sound their breathings make ! 

But we two witli blissful chatter 
Keej) each other wide awake. 

“ It is hard to think thou prayest u 
Often, as thou dost declare , 

When i see thy lips twitch coldly. 

Surely that comes not from prayer 
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“ Ever that cold, scornful twitching 

^ Makes me tremble with dismay ; 

But thy quiet gentle glances 
Chase my gloomy fears away 

“ Yet T doubt if thou believest 
What as faith we cherish most ; 

Hast thou faith in Cod the Father, 

Tn the Son and Holy (Ihost?” 

Child, when as a little fellow 
At my mother’s knee T stood, 

I believed in Cod the l ather, 

All controlling, great and good ; 

Who this beauteous eartli eiented 
And the wondrous human race , 

Who to suns and moons and planets 
rre-ordained their course and place. 

And, my child, as 1 grew bigger. 

More 1 understood anon , 

Undeistood and grew in reason. 

And believed then in the Son 

.The Beloved, whose revelation 
To Cod’s love did testify , 

Who received the wonted gueidon, 

Whom the mob did crucify. 
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But when I had grown to manhood, 

Much had read and travelled too, 

Heartfelt faith from heait overflowing, 

In the Holy Spirit grew — 

He, who did the greatest marvels — 

Greater marvels still doth he, 

For he broke the tyrants stronghold 
And he set the bondsman free. 

He makes whole the ancient death-wounds, 
He renews the ancient Right . 

All the race of men, born equals, 

Are as nobles in his sight. 

From the brain he clears the cobwebs. 
Drives the evil clouds away, 

Which embitter love and gladness, 

Which bemock us night and day. 

He hath chosen full a thousand 
Valiant knights in helm and mail. 

Has inspired their souls with courage 
That his purpose may prevail. 

And their trusty swords are flashing 
And their goodly banners wave ! 

Ah, my child, ’twould surely please thee 
But to look on knights so brave ? 
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Well, then, look on me and kiss me. 
Look, my child, without affright, 
T*am of this chosen order 

Am the Holy Spirit’s knight 


III. 

Silently the moon is hiding 

Now behind the iir-tree’s gloom. 

And our lamp is llickering faintly, 
And it hardly lights the room. 

Yet those same twin stars of azure 
Shine on me with brighter rays, 

And the rosebuds red are shining, 
And the little darling says : 

“Yes, the gnomes and little people 
Steal our ham and bread away , 

In the pan it lies at evening, 

And ’tis gone before the day. 

“ From the milk the litth' peoi)le 
Greedily the cream will sup , 

Then they leave the bowl uncovered. 
And what’s left the cat laps up. 
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“ And our cat’s a witch — that’s certain ! 

For in night and sfcoiui she’ll creep 
Over to the Haunted Mountain, 

To the ancient shattered keep. 

“ There in old time stood a castle 

Bright with arms and beauty’s glance , 
Gallant knights and dames and squires 
Led the stately torchlight dance. 

“ Castle, people too, were cursed 
By a sorceress un blest; 

Hums only were left standing. 

Where the screech-owl builds her nest. 

Boor dear Auntie used to tell us, 

Speak but the one word aright, 

On the one iiglit spot out yonder, 

At tile one right hour of night — 

“ Tliat one word shall change the ruins 
To a castle fair again, 

Where will dance in merry measures 
]\ nights and dames with all their train. 

“ Tlieii shall pass to him who sjieaketh 
(Jastle, people, all in truth, 

Drums and trumpets sounding homage 
To the splendour of his youth ” 
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Thus, even thus, old legends blossom 
From the sweet mouth’s rosy red , 

Over them the azure starlight 
Of her eager eyes is shed. 

And she twines her golden tresses 
Itound my hands at her sweet will , 

Gives sweet nicknames to my fingers, 
Laughs and kisses, and is still. 

In the silent chamber all things 
Like old friends upon me gaze , 

Table, sideboard, all, J’ve known them 
Surely in the olden days. 

And the clock discourses gravely , 

From the untuuched zither sliearn 

Tones so low you scarce might hear them, 
And I sit there in a dream. 

Surely this is the right moment, 

Surely the right place is this , 

And the riglit word will glide gently 
From these lips of mine, I wis ■ 

Dost thou see, child, how the midnight 
^Jow already dawns and stirs? 

And the hoary mountain wakens, 

Louder murmur streams and tiis. 
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“ Zithers sound and fairies carol ; 

From the cloven mountain-side 

Starts to life a sheet of flowers, 

As in reckless April- tide. 

“ Flowers, daring wondrous flowers. 

Broad, smooth leaves and curious stem, 

Perfumed, many-hued, and quivering. 

As if passion mastered them. 

“ From the whirling chaos, roses 
I Parting tongues of flame arise ; 

Lilies shoot like crystal columns 
Upward to the very skies ^ 

“ On the earth with fiery yearning 
Stjirs more vast than suns do gaze , 

Into giant bells of lilies 

Streams the torrent of their rays. 

“ More tlian all, ourselves are altered, 

Oh, my darling, 1 and thou ; 

Toreh-like glare and silk and jewels 
O litter all about us now. 

“ Thou, cliild. art become a ]>rincess, 

This i>oo»' hut a lordly hall, 

And again they dance exulting, 

Kiughts and ladies, squires and all. 
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"I have won those halls, those people, 
Won, my child, thyself in truth ; 
]5ruins and trumpets wsound their hoiiiag(' 
To the splendour of my youth ” 


THE YOUNG SllErilKKI). 

Kiriij; IS yonder shepheid stnijlin^. 

Yon ^reeii hillock is his throne, 

And the sun that giMs his tresses 
Is his glorious golden crown 

At his feet the sheep aie lying, 

Seivile nioh with ciimson crosses. 

Bull calves are the swaggering warriors. 
Each his haughty helmet tosses. 

And the goats are court comedians, 

And the hosts of lards and kine 

Are musicians of the chamber. 

With their bellji and llutings fiii(\ 

pentle tinklings, dulcet voices ' 

Mingling with them come the deep 

Murmurs of the trees and waters. 

And the King drops oil to sleep. 

VOL. IX. }* 
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While he slumbers rules as Jtegoni 
His IVime Minister the Hound, 

Who with surly growl anvl ])jjrking 
Wakes the echoes all around. 

1 )rowsily the young King luulLei s, 

“ (Governing is sucli a bore ; 

Ah ’ I would that 1 could get me 

Home t(» my sweet Qiiveu once more ! 

‘ On my (lueenly Consort’s bosom 
1 will rest my head from pain , 

In lier eyes, so sweet and tender, 

Lies in> measureless domain ’ ” 


OK THE IIILOCKEN 

With the sun’s first tiny glimmer 
Now the efist is growing elearei . 
Eloaling on the vast cloud-ocean 

Shine the mountains, vastei, nearer. 

Seven-league-boots — ah ’ if I had them, 
O’er the mountain peaks I’d hurry 
To the cottage of my darling 

With tlie wind’s impetuous scurry. 
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Softly would I lift the curtains 
From the bed where she reposes , 
Softly would I kiss her forehead, 
Softly kiss her mouth’s led roses • 

111 lier ears — like little lilies, 

I would .aill more softly sii^h * 

“ Dream we love each otliei dearly, 
I>ream we never said i;ood-bye.” 


ILSE OF n.SKXSTKlN 

1 am the J’riiicess IDe 
I dwell at ilsenstein , 

Come to my castle with me. 

Bliss shall be thine and mine 

With water of my fountain 
Will 1 bedew thy brow, 

And thou sluilt forget thy sorrows, 
Boor boy, so care-siek now 

Upon my siiow'y bosom, 

Locked in my arms of snow , 

Thou shalt lie and dream of legends 
And joys of long ago. 



THE BOOK OF SONGS. 


ril kiss thee, and caress thee, 

As oft 1 kissed of old 
My lover, Kaiser Heinrich, 

Who now lies stiff and cold. 

'J'hc dead arc dead for ever, 

And only the living live ! 

My heart is leaping with laughter. 
I’ve beauty and bloom to giv^e. 

Come ’neath the wave to my castle 
Into my crystal hall , 

There ladies and knights aie dancing, 
The squires are exulting all. 

Rustles the silken garment. 

Clatters the iron spur , 

Gnomes fiddle, and play the trumpet, 
Strike lute and dulcimer. 

My arm shall cling around thee, 

As round the Kaiser of yore. 

His ears with my hands I covered, 
When trumpets sounded for war 



THE NORTH SEA FIRST CYCLE 

I THE COEONATION 

Ye verses, O my valiant verses ’ 

Up, up, and be ye armed ’ 

Let all the trumpets llourisli, 

And raise ui>on a shield 
The youthful Maiden, 

Who now enthrals my heart. 

Aye, my whole heart as C^liieen ' 


All hail, all hail, young Queen ’ 

From the sun above me 
Snatch I the shining, ruddy gold, 

And weld therefrom a coronet 
For thine anointed head 

From the fluttering silk of Heaven's blue canopy 
111 cut a costly fragment. 

And hang it as a coronation-robe 
On thine imperial shoulders. 
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A kingly household will 1 bring thee 
Of sonnets strait-laced and formal, 

Haughty terzets and supple rhymes , 

For running footman take my wit, 

For fool my rollicking fancy, 

As herald — my shield bears a tear that is laughing — 
Let my humour serve thee * 

But for myself, O i^ween of mine, 

Before thee in dust I am kneeling. 

And tender on crimson velvet-cushion 
Homage — tender to thee 
The morsel of brains. 

Which thy predecessor in tlie realm 
In pity sjiared to me 


2 . TWILIGHT 

On the yellow shore of ocean 
Burthened with thought, 1 was sitting and lonely. 
The sun sank lower and lower, and thr(‘W 
Crimsoning paths athwart the waters. 

And the white and unending waves, 

Urged by the driving tide, 

Foai led and resounded nearer and nearer. ^ 

A marvellous noi^e is of whisper and wliistle, 

Ot laughter and murmurs, .sighing and sobbing, 
And through it all pierced a sound as of song. 
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A gentle homely song, sung by a cradle. 
Methought that 1 heard distant echoes 
•Of lovely old-world stories, 

Which, in days of childhood, 

From neighbours’ children I learnt 
Which in the summer evenings 
We huddled together to tell. 

On the stone steps of the houses, 

With tiny hearts aglow to listen, 

Eyes that were keen with wonder — 
And meanwhile at the windows 
Opposite to us were sitting. 

Behind the scented tiower-pots. 

The grown-up girls of the Milage, 

Faces like roses, 

Smiling bright 111 the moonlight. 


SUNSET 


The crimson glowing sun descends 
Down, down to the widespreail tremulous 
Silver-grey Ocean. 

Airy shapes, rose-tinted. 

Float in his wake, and across the sky 
From the glininiering cloud-\eils of Autumn, 
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With mouiiiful death pallid visage 
Rui&tb toilli the luooii 
Following hei, blight facets ol light 
Nebulous, gliniuier the stars 

Once 111 wedlock uu ted 
Shout 111 llLa\cii 

Luna the (loddtss uul Sol the Ood 
And theie hen end and swaimcd around and about 
ihein 

The stais then innoiuit childitn 
Rut tongues lualKMJiis darted loilh ilisccud 
And the jnoud and light-bc iiing couple 
Were severed hcucetoith in hatud 

Now b} da> in Ins glory alone 

Above us ^^andcTs the Sun Ood 

Who loi Ins s})lindouj\ sake 

Is trovMud with the songs and the woiship 

Of haughtj men whom good fortune has liaidened. 

But all the night 

Fan Jiiina moves thiough the heavens, 

A hapless niothei 

With orphaned stn childrin about hu 
And she shines in silent sorrow 
And lo\e-stiicken maidens and sott-soulul poets 
Rnm' her then tears and then vi^rses 
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6 gentle Luna ! A wohlui at huaib ^ 

&he loves and yearns for her splendid consoit 
At eventide, trembling and pale, 

,Sectet she looks fiom h{*i light veil of cl >uds 
And watches in grief his departuie, 

And fain would she cry in anf»ui^h ‘‘ Coine 
Cpme! The childien hungei toi thee’" 

And he, the truculent Sun-(h»d, 

At the sight of his consoit he Hushes 
HA- twice-glo\viii<; puiiile. 

^Vith wrath and })ain ; 

And deaf to entreaty, he sjieeds 

Down to his cold widowed (oucli in llu‘ bca\ens. 

* * i 

Evil slanderous tongu(‘s 

Wrought in this wise j>aiii and uiubunu 

'Even among (^ods el(‘riial , 

And the hapless (lods, high in llc.ixen 
Wander in anguish disconsolati*, 

Iij, their appointed cireliss, 

A^d cannot perisli, 

BftVdrag on witli tluon 
Misery resplcndenl 

I who am Man, 

am placed so low, whom Death can gladden, 
will murmur no longer. 
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4. NIGHT ON THE SHOKE* 

( 

Starless and cold is the night, 

Wide yawns the sea , 

And over the sea, stretched Hat on his belly, 

Lies the uncouth North-wind , 

And in secret, with sobbing voice, under his breath, 
Like a peevish old grumbler, an old ai (|uamtance, 
lie prattles away to the water. 

And tells it many wild stories — 

Stories of giants, with resonant death-blows, 

Agcb-old sagas of Noiway — 

And between them vside-sounding he laughs, and he 
howls out 

Gonjuratioii songs of the Edda, 

Luiiic sentences, too, 

So darkly-defiant, and mighty in magic, 

That the white daughters of Ocean 
Leap up on high and exult 
In mad delirious excitement. 

Meanwhile, on tlu* level sea-shore, 

Over the tide- moistened sand. 

Strides a stranger, who biings theie a heart 
Wilder yet than wind or billows 
Wherever he ] Hants his fe(‘t 
Sparks glitter* — the s(»a shells crackle 
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And he wraps his ^rey cloak round him, 

And strides swift through the blustering niglit* 

His trusty guide a tiny candle. 

That shines so inviting and loving 
From a lonely fisherman's cottage 
Father and brother are out at sea . 

And all by herself in the cottage 
Tarries the fisherman’s daughter, 

The fisherman’s lovely daughter. 

On the hearth she is sitting, 

And listening the while to h(‘r kettle 
Singing and murmuring its song — sweet yet foreboding 
Then she scatters some crackling twigs on the lire 
And blows it up, 

Till its Hashing red lleme-jets 
With magical grace are rellected 
On her sweet blooming visage. 

On her tender white shoulder. 

That peeps so touchingly 
Out of her rough grey shift, 

And on the little careful hand 
Tying her petticoat faster 
Over her shapely hips. 

But all^n a sudden the door flies ojh'u. 

And the night- walking stranger comes iii 
Lovingly, trustingly, resteth his eye 
On the faijr-akinn(‘d, slender maiden 
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As trembling she stands before him 
Like to a startled lily. 

And he throws his cloak on the lloor down, 

And smiles as he says 

‘‘ Child, as thou seest, 1 keep my word, 

And I come, and with me comes 

The old time, when the Gods out of heaven 

Came down to the daughters of man • 

And the daughters of man embraced them. 

And with them engendered 
Sceptred races of monarchs, 

And heroes, the wonder of this world. 

Still — marvel, my child, no longei 
At my divinity, 

But 1 beg you to make me some tea with rum in 
For It's cold out of doors ; 

And in such a night air 

Evi*ii we, the immortal Gods, get the shivers; 
And we easily catch the most godlike catarrhs. 
And a truly immoital cou<j:h.” 


5 . POSEIDON 

The sun’s bright rays were playing 
( )vcr the far-away rolling sea , 

Far in the roadway sparkled the ship 
Which soon should bear me homeward swiftjy ; 
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feut we were waiting for favouring bieezes, 
iiid I sat unmoved on the glodmiiit^ sand-hills, 
Xlone on the beach. 
vAnd I read the song of Odysseus 
TPhe ancient story that is ever } ount: 

Forth from whose sea-resoundinL!; pages 
Gleefully t ame to meet me 
The brcrith of Imiuortals, 

And the light of ]lumaimy's spiing-tiine 
And the flowering hea\en of Tlellds 

Faithfully my const.int heart did follow 
The son of Laertes in wandeiing and ])eril 
Sat at his side, with a tioubh*d spirit, 

At welcoming healths, 

Where Queens were seated, weaving puijile 
J^nd helped him in lying, and lielped him 
flitting 

From giants’ ca\eins and arms ot the Naiads, 
Followed his steps in Oinmierian night 
And through sloiiii tind shipwiecb, 

Offering with liini unspeakabh* anguish 


^ifgl spoke : “ Oh, evil Toseidon 
Thy wrath is fearful, 

Bread fills my soul 
For my voyage homeward 
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Scarce spoke T the words, when 
Foam whitened the sea , 

And from the seething waters rose ' 

The sedge-wreathed head of the sea-God, 

And scornful he cried * 

“ r*anish thy fear, l*oeiaster ’ 

Not m the slightest will I imperil 
Thy })itiful bark . 

No, nor make wretched a life so precious 
lly all-too-alarming a rocking. 

For tliou, J*oelaster, hast never aroused 
My anger, in Frianis thrice-sacred stronghold 
Xo tiny tuiret hast thou harmed , 

No hair, however minute, hast thou singed 
On the eyebrow of son Folyphemus, 

And the goddess of Wisdom, Fallas Athene! 
Sure never directed thy way with her counsels.* 

Thus Poseidon bawled 
Whilst plunging back to the sea , 

And lo ’ at the insolent sea-dog’s wit, 
Amphitnte, the portly hsliwife, 

And the sill} danglitcrs of Neieus, 

]jaughed aloud under the water 
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6. DECLAllATION 

The evening cfiiiie stealing in twilight 
Wilder sounded the Hood . 

On the shore I sat and gazed 

At the snow-white dance oi waters 

And then niy breast heaved big like the sea, 

And yearning desire for home o’ereanie me 
For thee, thou loveliest, 

Who everywhere hoverest near, 

'Who everywhere call’s t on me. 

Everywhere, everywhere. 

In sounding of wind, m resounding of sea 
And in sobbings which bieathe fiom my heaiL 

With a slender reed 1 wrote on the sand 
> Agnes, I love thee ! ” 

But evil billows came streaming 
Over the tender avowal. 

And washed it away, 

^Oh, too fragile reed ^ oh, thou unstable sand ’ 
Ephemeral waters, to you I trust nevermore 
Thejieavens grow darker, my heart nioie reckless. 
And with mighty hand from Norway’s forests 
Tearing the loftiest pine. 

Deep do I plunge it 
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Into Etii I’s fieice "lowiiit; m iw, diid I write witih 
This pen of the Oirints*, iUmo-sodden, 

1 write on the diik \anlt of h(a\( n 
Ai^iRs, I love thee ’’ 

Eich iii^lit letinnin^ cjlows eveimoie 
Above me the llime Sdoll eieiiullx 
And races of childien to come lino' dll dges 
Jo} oils sh.all read those heaven ly woids 
Alines I love thee * 


7 AT NKJUT IN THE ( AfUN 

1 lie sea li ilh its jieails 
1 he He neii hath its stars 
And 111} In lit ill} heart, 

M} he lit hith its hni 

(Ircat die the sea, and the Heaven, 

Hut greiter still my heart, 

And faiicr than peails m Ih in stailight 
Js the I idianrc ot my love 

(1 little gill 111} dailing 
(^ome thou to my great heart 
M} he lit, and the sea, and the Heaven 
Are liintiiig, aie d}ing for love 
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On the azure vault of Heaven, 

.Where the lovely stars are twinkling ; 
Would that 1 might press my lips there, 
Press them wild with storm ot weeping 


For these stars are my beloved's 
Eyes, a thousand times letleclcd, 
Shilling down in tender greeting, 
From the azuie vault of Heaven 


To the azure vault of Heaven, 
To the eyes of my Helo\ed, 

Lift T arms of deep devotion, 
And I pray her and iinploro ]iei 


Tender eyes, twin lamps of meiey. 
Do ye make niy spirit blissful ^ 

Let me die so J may win yiai, 

You and all the heavens about you 


•From those eyes of ITeaven above me 
Golden sparks do fail and ([uiver 
Through the dark, and all my spirit 
Opens wide as love, and broadens. 

VOT. ly. 
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0 ye eyes of Heaven above mo, 
Shed your tears out on my spirit, 
Let those star-tears falling softly 
Overllow my stormy spirit. 

(Jradled liy the swelling waters, 
Cradled by my dreaming fancies, 

1 lie silent in the cabin, 

In my berth in darkest corner. 

And 1 see through ojien port-holes 
Shining stars high up above me, 
Kyes so dearly loved, so tender, 

Of my sweetest, best Beloved. 

Eyes so dearly loved, so tender. 
Keeping watch beside my pillow ; 
And they gleam and beckon to me 
From the azure vault of Heaven. 

Towards the azure vault of Heaven 
Blissful hours long I lie gazing, 

Till the silver veil of sea-mist 
Veils the dea*- eyes shining on me. 
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planks of our vessel 

resting my dreamy head, 


all the breakers, the boisterous bleaker^, 
roaring and murmur 
reached to my ear : 
foolish fellow ! 

^^ort is thine arm, and the Heavens are far, 

the stars are nailed as with nails al)ove thee . 
nails of gold. 

pt^y yearning is fruitless, and fruitless thy sighing, 

Sjiwere well to close thine eyes and sleep ” 

% 4, ■* / . 

* 

^^^ 'then I dreamt of heathlaiid far extended, 
tl^wloped far and wide in while, white snow , 
underneath the white snow ] was buried, 

^tSad slept the lonely, frozen sleep of 1 )eath 

still above me from the darkened Heavens 
''{l|;L0';^tarry eyes gazed on my grave unceasing ; 
''jEJ‘1||^etest eyes* whose glances beamed victorious, 
'^^leerful and calm, and filled with love undying. 

\ 8 STOEM. 

l&ges the storm ' 

^&y';he scourges the deep ’ 

foaming with rage, it raves and the waves 
themselves up, and the white watei -mountains 
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Heave as with life ! 

And the good sliip olimbs up them. 
Straining and toiling, 

Then plunges down madly 

In the dark gaping chasm of billows 


0 Sea! 

Mother of Ueauty, the foam-sprung goddess, 
CTraiidam of Love, have pity on me ! 

For the white spectral sea-mew ilutters 
With a wail as of spirits departed. 

And sharpens her bill on the yard-arm. 

And greedily gapes for the heart 
Which IS filled with the praise of thy daughter, 
TJie heart wliich thy grandchild, the tiny rogue, 
Takes for his toy. 


I n vain are entreaties and tears ! 

My cries die away on the bellowing storm, 

In the wind’s battle-roar, 

And it whistles and screams, and rattles and honjlsi 
Like a Bedlam of noises. 

Yet amidst all I hear clearly 
’IVuies of entrancing harps. 

Song that is wild with yearning. 

Melting the soul and racking the soul, 

And the voice is one that f know. 



• THE NORTH SEA FIRST CYCLE. 


245 


On the iron-bound coast of Scotland 
Afar, where the grey old castle rises, 

By the tumultuous sea, 

There at the high-vaulted window 
Standeth a woman, sufieriiig and lovely, 

Tender, translucent, and marble pale. 

And she touches the harp and sings, 

And the wind whirls through her stre.'iming tresses. 
And bears her gloomy song 
Over the wide, storm-ridden sea. 


9. A CALM AT SEA. 

Deep-sea silence ! All the glitter 
Of the sun lies on the water, 

And the ship ploughs green -blue furrows 
Through the jewelled, heaving billows. 

Near the rudder lies the boatswain, 
Snoring lightly on his belly. 

Near the mainmast, patching sailcloth. 
Cowers the cabin-boy, bewildered. 

Underneath his cheeks so grimy 
lied blood sparkles , apprehension 
Twitches his wide mouth, and misery 
From his great dark eyes looks mutely. 
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For the captain stands above Kim, 
Curses, roars, and calls him rascal : 
‘‘Kascal, thou hast stolen a herring, 
Stolen a herring from the barrel/* 

Deep-sea silence ! From the waters 
Some small canny fish emerges ; 
Warms his noddle in the sunshine, 
Wags his little tail right gaily. 

But the sea-gull from mid-Heaven 
Swoops down on the tiny minnow ; 
Swift shoots upward to the azure, 
BeariiitT in his beak the bootv. 


A Q^''A nirncn 

But I lay on the side of the vessel, , 

And was gazing — with half-dreaming eyeballs-^. 
Down into the mirror-like water ; 

And kept gazing deeper and deeper — 

Till far in the depths of tlie Ocean, 

At first like a darkening fog-mist. 

But slowly, with colours distincter, 

Domes of churches and towers took substance*, 
And at last, sunny-bright, a whole city 
An old-world, Xetherlands-city, 

Crowded with people — 
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men, clothed in black mantles, 
^^BSfitarched white ruffs, and with chains of office, 
long swords, and with their long faces, 
Striding through the great square and its bustle 
the courthouse up the high staircase, 

Where great stone statues of Kaisers 
,Keep watch with their sceptres and swords. 

Near by — before long rows of houses, 

;With windows shining like mirrors, 
j^Iind lime-trees cropped into cone-shapes, 

young maidens in rustling silk dresses- 
r^iader girls with their fresh, rosy faces 
pfodestly framed in quiet, black mobcaps, 
golden hair bursting from under ; 

Jjpe gay cavaliers, attired Spanish-fashion, 

", jiie strutting before them, and bowing 
^jJDames of advanced age, 

, In dark dresses long out of fashion, 

prayer-book and rosary in hand, 
hastening with tripping steps 
j^J^wards the mighty Cathedral, 

!,^rg$d on by the chime of the bells 
tie pealing tone of the organ. 

I am seized with great horroi, 

;^grutig from that distant clang • 

VOTl^endless longing, profoundest pity 
*^^^teeams into my heart — 

heart which is yet scarce healed — 
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I feel as though all its wounds 
Had been kissed by my dear one’s lips. 

And so set bleeding again — 

Bleeding hot, red, blood-drops — 

And that these long and slowly trickle 
On an old house there below 
In the city down in the Ocean — 

On an old high-gabled house, 

Which lies desolate, void of all dwellers, 

Except that at one lower window 
There sits a maiden, 

With her head bent down on hei arm, 

Like a poor and forgotten child — 

“ Ah ’ well 1 know thee, poor, forgotten child t 
In such depths, as deep as Ocean, 

Thou hidst thyself from me, 

Only in childish temper, 

But could st no more emcirge . 

And there thou sat’st a stranger ’mid strange people, 
Whole centuries it seemed. 

While 1, with my soul full of pain. 

Was seeking thee, the wide world ov('r, 

And always seeking but thee, 

Thou ever-beloved — 

IjOiig lost, 

But found in the end. ^ 

Yes, I have found tl'e(‘ , again can I gaze on 
Thy fair, sweet face, 



THE NORTH SEA • FIRST CYCLE. 


Thy wise, true eyes, 

Thy dearly-loved smile — 

^nd ne’er will I lose thee again. 

I will come down in the deep to thee, 

And with arms far-extended 
I will rush to thy lieart.” 

But just ill the nick of time 
The captain caught me by the leg, 

And dragged me away from the gunwale 
And cried with an angry laugh, 

“Why, Doctor, the devil is in you 

II rUllIFlCATlUN 

But thou stay deep in ocean. 

Thou crazy dream, 

Which with false bliss through many a night 
Didst torture in old tune my heart, 

And like a sea-spectre now 
Threateii’st me even in brilliant noontide 
Eemaiii thou deep-sunken for evermore ' 

Yet more will 1 hurl to thee into the decf) - 
All my transgressions and sorrows. 

And the cap and liells of my folly 
Which so long round my head have jingled, 
Afkd hypocrisy’s serpent skin, 

Slimy and chill. 

Which so long hath twisted about my spirit, 
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My wounded spirit. 

Denier of God, denier of Angels, 

My ill-starred soul. 

Yo ho ! Yo ho ! The wind is here ! 

Up with our sails ’ They flutter and swell ; 
Over the waters, so smooth and deadly. 
Speeds the good ship. 

And the soul in her freedom rejoices 

12. PEACE. 

High in Heaven the sun was standing, 

The white clouds billowy around him. 

The sea was calm, 

And musing T lay at the stern of our vessel, 
Musing and dreaming, and half in waking 
And half in sleep, I gazed on Christua, ; 
Itcdeemer of Man ! 

In snowy flowing garments, 

Giant-1 ike strode he afar 
Over land and sea. 

His head reached up to the welkin ; 

His hands were stretched in blessing, 

And as his heart did he bear 
The sun itself in his bosom, 

The sun ablaze and eiicrimsuned, 

And the blazing, crimsoning sun-heart ‘ 
Poured forth his rays of mercy, 

And his gracious love- bearing beams 
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^lulning and waimiiig, 

Over land and sea 

Bdlls resounding diiw us solemnly, 

Hither and thitln 1 diew us like swins 
With bands of loses diew our gliding ‘^hip 
And drew it spoitne to shores of veidnrc, 

Where men wdt dwelling in luany-towued 
And lofty citic s 

Oh, inarvi 1 of calm ’ Still 1 ly the town 
The dull, hei\} sound of its tiadt 
The clatter 111 d fever were over, 

And through the clcan-swcpt echoing street wajs 
White- vestured men tiowdcd lo^ethc r 
Bearing palm-br inclies 
And wheie two caim togethei 
Each gazed on each in comiu niion 
And quiA eriiig with lo\e ind a sweet stlf-m gition 
" Kissed on the blows one anothei 
And gazed up on high 
To the Savioui’s glowing sun heait 
Which shed on its rays its Liimsoning blood 
i^ladly atoning, 

And rapt in three-fold bliss thej cried 
Blessed be Jesu Christ ’ 

What wouldst not thou ha\e ^iven 
To have evolved such a vision 
, Dearly beloved ? 
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0 thou of feeble head and loins 
And of mighty faith ^ 

Thou, who honouring the Trinity in Unity, 

And daily beslavering 

Thy great patroness* pug and her cross and her paw, 
Hast crawled devoutly upward 
To sit in the seats of the mighty — 

Hofrath, Justizrath, and linally Trivy Councillor 
In that virtuous city, 

Famed for its sand and its j)iety 
Where Sprea, the holy river, 

Uatieutly washes the souls and waters the tea of the 
faithful. 

Dearly beloved. 

Thou hadst forthwith offered it for sale 
111 the highest quarters. 

Thy pallid, blinking face 

Had lieeii transfused with modest rajiture , 

Hei Serenity 

Had sunk on her knees with thee, 

And lier eye, rolling in pious ecstasy. 

Had held out sweet prondse 
Of additional income — 

Some hundred Prussian thalers — 

And, folding thine hands, thou had’st stammered : 
lilessed be Jesus Christ^ o 
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I. HATL TO THE SEA » 

Thalatta. * Thaljitta ' 

Oh, let me hail thee, eternal sea ! 

Oh, let me hail thee ten thousand tiinob 
From spirit exulting, 

As once thou wast haiUd by 

Teh thousand hearts of Hellas 

Struggling with miseiy, yearning tor home delights. 

World-renowned hearts of Hellas. 

The billows were heaving, 

Wore heaving and roaring ; 

And freely the sun poured upon them 
Its radiance of rose and of opal 
Startled, the flocks of sea swallows 
Fluttered afar, loud-screaming , 

The war steeds were stamping, tlie bucklers were 
clanging, 

And a cry like the shouting of conquerors arose : 
Thalatta ! Thalatta ’ 
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Oh, let me hail thee, eteinal sea ’ ^ 

The speech ot my couiitiy I hear in thy watert\ 

Like dieanis of my childhood once moic I see sparkting^ 
The surging lealm of thy waves , 

And inemoiy tells me once more the old story 
Of all the exquisite toys thou dost cheiish, 

Of dll the blight di/zlinc; gifts of Uhiistmas, 

Of all the scat let hi .inches of coral 

Oold-fashcs, penis, ind many hued shells 

Whuh thou secictly hoardest 

In thj deep, tianspucnl cijstxl house 

Ah, 111 sti xn^c lands how J languished in desolatloa! 

Like i poor faded llowci 

Enclosed in the /me of a botanist s vasculum, 

My heart lay dead in m} bicast 
I feel like one who tliiough long months of winter 
Has waited hopeless m the dirk ^ick-chainber, 

And who against hope once inoie issues forth. 

For di//lmg theie shines foith to meet me 
Spnng decked with emeralds, loused by the sunbidama, 
Whilst snow -while the blossoming 
whisper, 

And newly-boin floweis gi/e on me 
With eyes ot coloui ind peifume, 

And all things iie scent and music soft breath IkjM, 
laughter. 

And the birds sing aloud in the blue of the heav6iili) 
Thnlatt.i ^ Ihalatta^ 
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^l^fX^'^etreatiug, ycc undaunted ! 
how oft, to thy cost 

J^^hatbarian maids of the North l^und press on ihee ! 
large and victorious eyes 
shot forth flame-boarmg arrows , 

^ih harsh wDrds, curved like scimitars, 

threatened to tear my breast iisuiider , 
way beat on my poor bemused bi am 
dainty small cuneiform notes 
I upheld my shield against them , 

^arts came hissing, the blows crashed cUiaving, 
barbarian maids of the North Land 
me slow to the sea, 

Wfe ^ell-loved, rescuing sea, 

Thalatta! Thalatta: 


. , 2. STOKM 

, ■> 

lies on the ocean the tem])esi, 

Jj^ through the sombre rampart of cloinls 
Dai'ta the^ forked lightning hash, 

illuming, vanishing sudden, 
like a shaft from the brain of Kronion. 
the heaving, desolate waters 
thunder afar, 

white glancing manes of tlie coursers leap up 
the North-wind begot 
ravishing mares of Erichtlion 
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The flocks of wild sea-birds flutter in terror 
Like shades of the dead at the Styx, 

Whom Charon repels from his iii^ht-hued skiff. 

Poor little, light-hearted boat. 

Dancing out yonder an evil dance ^ 
yKolus sends thee the iiimblest of comrades, 
Who wildly tune up for the merriest reels. 

And one pipes shrill, and one drones deep, 

And a third scraY)es on the dull bass viol. 

And the staggering seaman stands by the helm . 
And fixes his constant eyes on the compass, 

The tremulous soul of his vessel, 

And casts iij) to Heaven his hands in entreaty : 
‘‘0 C/astor, thou horseman heroic, j)reserve me, 
And thou, Pollux, great prince of the bruisers!” 

3. WEKCKEl). 

Hope, hope and love, all shattered for ever! 
And 1 lie, like a corpse I lie here. 

Cast out by the sea in its wrath. 

On the shore J am I3 iiig — 

The barren, naked shore 

Jkdore iik* tumbles the waste of waters; ® 

P>ehind me lie only misery and sorrow. 

And high overhead the clouds are floating, 
Grey, shapeless daughters of air. 
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;^|^Ol<iraw lip the water in buckets of mist 
_^foxd the ocean, 

;^nd« toilsomely dra^ it and drag it, 

And again pour it forth to the aea- 
A wearisome, sorrowful task. 

And useless as is my life. 

The Waves are murmuring, the sea-gulls sliiieldng. 
Old recollections breathe on me anew ; 

JD^ams long forgotten, forms that have faded. 

Full of sweet torment they rise up again 

There dwells far Noith a woman. 

Affair woman, royally fair. 

::filender and tall as a cypress, clad 
In raiment of dazzling white ; 

The raven mass of tresses, 

Dark as a night of bliss, streams downwaid 
,FWm the proud head, crowned by a coil of braids 
■Enframing softly, sweetly as in di earns, 

S'he face so pale and tender ; 

And'from the face so pale and tcndei 
.Shines forth an eye large and subduing 
As plight be a black sun. 

’^^h,«thou black sun! how many a time 
,|Ec8tatic did I drink from thee 
yThe untamed lire of inspiration, 

" VoL. IX. 


u 
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And stood and staggered, drunk with flaming fire 
Then hovered a smile of dove-like gentleness 
On the stately curve of tlie haughty lips ; 

And the stately curve of the haughty lips 
Breathed out words sweet as moonlight 
And soft as tlie breath of roses — 

And lo ! my sjnrit spread her wings, 

And, eagle-like, Hew up to very heaven ! 

Silence, ye waves and ye sea-gulls ^ 

For all IS lied ; 

JiOve, too, and hope- On the shore J am lying, 
A shipwrecked, desolate man, 

And my burning face I bury 
In the wet sea-sand. 


4 SUBSET 
Beautiful, peaceful, 

The Sun has now dipped again to the sea. 
Already the heaving waters are tinged 
Witli the deepening night. 

Only the evening crimson 

vStill scatters sjiarks as of golden tapers. 

And the mighty force of the tide, 

Drives to shore all thvi snowy surf-waves 
Which hurry on, hasty and gleeful, 
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Like flocks of woolly lambkins 

Which, as the night falls, whistling, the shepherd 

Drives to their fold. 

“ How lovely the sun is ! ” 

Thus spoke niy friend after a long-drawn silence, 
Wandering along the shore with me ; 

And joking half, and half in sadness. 

He thus assured me “ A lovely girl 
Is the Sun, who, loving honours and lucre, 

Has wedded the hoar Sea-God. 

The livelong day she wanders, rejoicing, 

High in the skies, arra} ed 111 purple, 

And blazing with brilliants, 

Beloved of all, admired of all men, 

And of all things created. 

Gladdening the hearts of all cieatures around her 
With the light and warmth of her glances ; 

But with the nightfall, cheerless, a victim 
Must she return again 
To the watery home, to the baii en arms 
Of her hoary old spouse.’’ 

“ Trust me ! ” added my friend. 

Laughing and sighing, and laughing again, 
“fl’heirs is the tenderest inarnage ' 

For either they slumber or they are quarrelling, 
Till even here loud trembles the sea. 
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And the seaman hears in the echoing wavesr. 
Ilow the old fellow scolds his wife : 

"Thou round univeisdl liailot! 

Jladitint wanton ! 

The whole long day glowing for others, 
l^ut at night only weary and icy for me ! * 

And after much curtain-lecturing, 

As matter of couise, the haughty Sun 
Hursts forth into weeping, hei misery bewailing ; 
Wails such a weaiy time that the Sea-God, 
Despeiate, ]ea]>s fioin his bed on a sudden, 

(^uick swimming up to the ocean-surface 
For air, to recover his senses. 

Twas thus 1 belicld him only last night. 

Issuing breast -high from the waters. 

He woie just a jacket of yellow flannel, 

Witli It a nightcap wliite as a lily, 

Above his witheied face ” 


5 THE SONG OF THE OCEANIHES. 

As evening tails it dimmer grows at sea. 

And alone, with his own lonely spirit, 

' 1'here sits a man upon the naked sea-shore, 
And gazes, with death-cold look, aloft 
To the wide and death-cold vault of heaven; 
And gazes abroad on the wide-i oiling sea. 
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^;4Sie£li&g through air his sighs go forth, 
return again disconsolate 
For they found that the heait was tight-barred 
fu which they had hoped to aiichoi. 

And he groaned so loud, that the white seiiiievss 
Were scared from their nests in the sea-sand, 

And fluttered in s warms around him , 

And thus he spoke to them in ]esting .iccents 
^*Yoii black -legged sea-fowl 
You with white wings, floating o\er the ocean, 

JYou with cuived beaks sucking-in the sea-watei. 

And gorging the oilj , fat seal-llesh 

•Your life is bittei, as is }oui diet 

While I, the high-tavouied, taste nothing but sweetness 

I taste the sweet bieath ot th*' lose, 

Th0 bride of the nightingale, fed on the moon sin lu 
I taate, too, all soits of sugaiy coiitectioiib, 

Filled with the softest ot whipped ciiam 
And the sweetest of all that I ta^te is 
BWeet love, and its tendei 1 etui 11 ’ 

She loves me ' she loves me ’ the beautiful nitiiden ' 
She stands now, at home, at the oriel window, 
jilld {ileers through the twilight afai down the causeway, 
is listening and longing — foi me, 1 am ceitain ^ 
Yfidnlj she gazes all round, and then such a Sigh 
oomes, 

j^nd sighing she passes down into the gulden, 

And saunters midst perfume aud moonlight 
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And talks to the flowers, and is telling them 
How lovely I am — her belov’d one — 

And how worthy of love — I am certain. 

And after, in bed, in her sleep, in her dream, 

My dear image hovers around her. 

And even at morning — at bre.'ikfast, 

Upon the shining bread and butter. 

She sees my eouiitenaiice smiling , 

And she eats it all up out of love — I am certain.” 

So he went on chattering and chattering, 

And in pauses the seamews kept shnlling 
A cold, ironical snigger. 

The grey mists of twilight were rising 
From a dark blue cloud-bank, and eerily 
Peeped out the yellow-green moon ’ 

Hoarsely the sea- waves are roaring, 

And deep from the hoarse-roaring sea, 

Mournful as storm-blast in darkness. 

Sounds the song of the daughters of Ocean, 

The lovely, the pitiful sea-nymphs. 

And clear above all the voice, so sweet-sounding, 
Of the silvery-footed consort of Peleus. 

And they sigh, and they sing : 

‘ 0 thou fool, thou fool, thou boastful fool I 
Tortured by doubt and anguish ! 

From henceforth thy hopes all are slaughtered* 
Those children thy fond heart has dandled, 
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i^nd, like Niobe’s, tby heart, too, alas ’ 
p\irns to stone from sorrow ' 

In thy brain there is Night, 

And the lightnings of madness dart through it, 

And thou boas test in anguish. 

'0 fool, thou fool, thou boastful fool ^ 

Stiff-necked art thou, like thy grandsire, 

The lofty Titan, who .stole heaven’s tire 
From the Gods, and gave it to men, 

And vulture -tormented, and chained to the rocks, 
Hurled scorn at Olympus, deOed it, and groaned 
Till we heard him in depths of the ( )cenn, 

And came to his comfort with song. 

0 fool, thou fool, thou boastful fool ' 

But thou art far weaker lhan he , 

And 'twere wise did’st thou honour the Gods. 

And bear in patience thy misery’s burden • 

Bear it in patience for long, and yet longer, 

Till Atlas himself shall lose patience, 

And pitch oft’ the load of the woild from his shoulders 
Into Night’s chaos eternal ' ” 

So sounded the song of the daughters of Ocean, 

The lovely, the piiiful sea-nymphs . 

Till' the waves sounded louder and drowned it. 
ThelMLoon hid herself in the cloud-bank, 

And night yawned around me. 

Full long sat I there in the darkness, and wept 
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6. THE GODS OF GJREECE. 

0 full-blooming Moon ! how m thy light 
Like a flood of molten gold the sea sparkles ! 

The clearness of day, touched with twilight enchanted,* 
Broods over the far-spread plain of the sea-sands. 

On the clear-blue, starless heavens 
Hover the snow-white clouds, 

Like to colossal statues of Gods, 

Of white, gleaming marble 

No — nevermore — no clouds are there yonder! 

Tis themselves T behold, the great Gods of Hellas, 
Who once held sway o'er the world, rejoicing, 

But now, expelled and extinguished, 

Purposeless wander, shadowy, gigantic, 

On the midnight vault of the heavens. 

Marvelling, strangely bedazzled, 1 am watching 
This aerial Pantheon, 

These solemnly silent, weirdly unresting 
Shapes of the giants. 

There, there is Kronioii, the king of Heaven ; 
Snow-white fall the locks from his head, 

The world-renoN^ned locks which made tremble' 
Olympus, - ;; 

Quenched is the lightning he grasps in his hand ; ^ 
Sorrow and misery brood on his features. 
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y6t the ancient pride still reigns there. 
\Tftose.were far happier days, 0 Zeus, 

^ J^eiP thou rejoicedst with rapture celestial, 

\5rith striplings and nymphs and a thousand offerings ’ 
But even the Gods do not govern for ever , 

[ '’'3!’he younger will drive forth the elder, 

^ thou thyself didst drive thy hoary father, 

And all the brood of thy Titan uncles, 

‘Jupiter Parricida ! 

too, 1 know, O haughty IJera ! 
of thy jealous tei rors and strivings, 

'iSTcrw has another won from thee the sceptre, 

And thou art no longer (^ueen of Heaven . 

And fixed is thy large, bright eye, 

And those lily arms of thim*- are })Owerless . 

And never again will thy vengeance* 

S^trike the god-iinptegnated virgin, 

Nbr'the wonder -working son of the gods 

Thee too I know, O Pallas Athene ^ 

, With thy shield and thy wisdom, how didst thou fail 
To save the Gods from their downfall ^ 

;A<^ thee too 1 know, Aphrodite, 

'iGoidnn in old time, in these days silver ! 

etill art thou decked with thy girdle’s witchery, 
'^Ut now thy beauty thrills me with horror ; 

,'.^3rid sKouldst thou vouchsafe me the joy of thine 
/exquisite body, 
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As to SO many heroes, terror would slay me. 

A corpse-like Goddess seem’st thou to me, 

Venus Libitma ! 

The terrible Ares yonder 

No longer casts eyes of desire upon thee. 

And sad is the gaze of Phtebns Apollo, 

The stripling. Mute is the lyre 

Which made glad music at the banquet of Gods 

Still sadder the gaze of TIephnestus, 

Neverinore in sooth will the lamester usurp 
Hebe’s office, and pour out 
The e.\(iuisite nectar. Silent and quenched 
Is the Gods’ irrepressible laugh tei. 

Ye Gods, I have never loved you • 

For ever the Greeks were ie])ulbive to me, 

And even the Homans also I loathe. 

But sacred compassion and shuddering j)ity 
Stream through my heait, 

When now I see you there above me, 

Gods, but deserted , 

Faded, night- wandering shadows, 

Feeble as niisls which the wind drives before it ; 
And when I think how craven and windy 
Those new Gods are who overcame you, — 

Gods new, overbearing, yet doleful, 

Malignant, yet wearing the sheepskin of lowliness — 
Then am I filled with glowing wrath ’ 
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And fain would I break their new-raised temples, 
And battle for you, ye Gods of the old times, 

For ^ou and your valid ambrosial liight, 

And again at your altars exalted, 

Fair once more, and fragrant with offerings, 

I myself would kneel and worship, 

And lift up my arras in entreaty 
Yet thro’ all time, ye Gods of the past, 

Ye in the struggles of men have ever 

Ranged all your strength on the side of the victois . 

But Man is of loftier spirit than you. 

And now in this struggle of ({ods I lake part 
With the Gods who are vanquished. 


Thus I exclaimed And the bright tliisli of sliame 
Sped o*er the pallid shapes in the cloud-land, 

And they gazed as in death-throes upon me, 
Sorrow-transfigured, and vanished. 

The Moon hid herselt then 

Behind vapours that surged up more darkly , 

liOudly murmured the sea, 

And the eternal stars came fortli victorious in Heaven. 
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7 . QUESTIONINGS. 

At night by the sea, the wide-stretching sea, 

Stands a youthful man, 

His brain is all doubt, his lieait all sorrow, 

With sad lips, the waves he gloomily questions ; 

“ The riddle of life, oh, solve me. 

Tormenting primeval riddle, 

Which so many heads have pondered 
Heads in hieroglyphical caps. 

Heads both in turbans and black birettas, 
Powdered, wigged heads, and a thousand other 
Sweating, hard-working, })oor Inimaii heads. 

Say — What is the meaning of man ^ 

Say whence he has come and whither he goes. 

Who dwells up above the gold stars of heaven ? 

Their murmur the waters arc ceaselessly murmuriijg, 
The wind gently stirs, the cloudlets are floating, . 

The bright stars are twinkling, indiJI'erent, cold— 

And a Fool waits for answer 

8. THE PHIENIX. 

There comes on wide wings a bird from the WesffV^atd. 
He tiies to Eastward, 

To his garden holne in the Orient, 

Where grow the spices, perfumed, luxuriant, 

And palm trees rustle and springs shed freshness, 
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flying, the wonder-bird is singing • 
loves him ! She loves him ! ” 
bears in her little heart his image, 

'She bears the sweet and deep-hidden secret, 

,And herself knows not ! 

, ^Bnt in her dream before her he stands, 

\She kisses his hands with beseeching and weeping, 

* -And calls him by name . 

And calling she wakes, and she lies in terror, 

And passes fair hands o er fair eyes in amazement. 

' “'ShO loves him ' Slie loves him ’ ” 


’Qainst the mainmast reclined on the high (luarter-ileck, 
I. stood and I marked the song of the bird. 

Like coursers dark-green, with silver manes streaming, 
lieapt on ahead the white-crested waters , 

Like trains of swans there came drifting past us 
^ith sails white and gleaming the Heligolamlm-s, 

'The bold nomad race of the IS'orih Sea 
’ In the eternal blue overhead 
Floated the glimmering clouds, 
the sun in his glory eternal. 
iThe rose of the heavens, a flower of fire, 

,s3jirhich joyous the ocean was mirroTing, 

' Anfl the heav(3ii and the sea, and the heart in my breast 
Bepeated and echoed : 

loves him ! She loves him ■ ” 
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cj.* SEA-SICKNESS. 

< 

Tlie ailernooii clouds, all darkly, 

Sink deeper over the Sea : 

And the Sea rises darkly against them ; 

While the ship races through in their midst. 
Seasick, there 1 sat by the mast all alone, 

And many rellections I made on myself. 

Primitive, ash-grey reflections — 

Itesembling in this Father Lot’s, 

Who, after enjoyment of too much good cheer, 
Found himself truly in evil case. 

Meanwhile I muse upon far-away legends: 

How ])ilgrim Crusaders of old time, 

On a stormy sea voyage, the comforting image 
Would kiss, with faith in the holy Madonna; 

How knights to get comfort, when tossed on 
the ocean. 

The glove of their mistress, so dear to their heart, 
Would press to their lips, and straight be consoled. 
While Vn\ sitting here, and am sulkily chewing 
An ancient herring, that salt consolation 
For a man with hot coppers or down with the 
^ horrors. 

All the time, the ship is battling ^ 

With the wildly-swelhng flood , 

Like prancing war-horse, rearing now 
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On her stern till the rudder cracks, 

Then plunging her bows down again 
In the howling watery gulf , 

Then again, as if happy and languid with bliss, 
She strives to lay herself down 
On the dark bosom of some giant wave, 

That comes mightily roaring onward. 

And suddenly rushes upon us, 

A wild sea-cataract, seething and simmering, 

That has covered me over with foam. 

This tottering, and whirling, and tossing, 

1 cannot endure it ’ 

In vain my eye strains eagerly, seeking 
The German coast. All alas ^ is yet water, 

And water again — iompestnoLis whaler ' 

As the winter-traveller at evening longs 
For a comforting hot cup of ten., 

So now is longing my heart after thee, 

My German fatherland * 

For evermore be thy sweet soil covered 
With madness, hussars, and bad veises. 

And tepid, dull little ]»amphlets ! 

For evermore may thy zebras 

Gorge upon roses, instead of on thistles ' 

For evermore may thy liigh-born monkeys 
• Flaunt and preen themselves in leisured splendour, 
And think themselves better than all of the other 
Commoner cattle so tardy of movement ’ 
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Evermore may thy Snails* Assembly 
1 lold themselves as immortal, 
l^ecaiise their pace is so tardy — 

And every day may they put to the vote 
“ Whether the cheese belongs or not to the 
maggots,” 

And spend a long time in consulting 
“How to improve the sheep- breed of Egypt/* 

That so their wool may grow better, 

And the shepherd be able to shear ibem like 
otliers, 

Without any difference — 

Evermore may injustice and folly 

Cover thee wholly, 0 Cermany ! 

yet in spite of all do I long for thee, 

For at least thou art Icrra fivma. 


lo. IN VOllT 

Happy the man who has got into harbour, 

And left far ))ehind him the sea, and the tempests, 
And now is seated, warm and tranquil, 

In the jolly town-cellar at Bremen 

See how pleasant and lovely the world 
Mirrors itself in the magic beaker ; 

And how the ripping microcosmus 
Warmly streams into the thirsty heart ! 
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All things see I in the glass, 

Stories of ancient and modern nations, 

Turks and Greeks, and Hegel and Gaiis ; 
Lemon-groves, and parades of Ciuards. 

Berlin and Schilda and Tunis and Hambiirg , 

But before all things, the face of my dear one, 

Her angel’s head on the Khine- wine-gold background. 

Oh, how lovely, how lovely thou art, dear ! 

Thou art like a rose ! 

Not like the rose of Schiraz, 

The nightingale’s bride, whom Hafiz has sung ! 

Not like the rose of Shaion, 

The sacred purple flower, renowned of the prophets ^ 
Thou art like the Eose in the Bremen town-cellar ^ 
That is the Eose of all roses ! 

The older she grows the more lovely blooms she, 

And her heavenly perfume, it has entranced me, 

It has inspired, and it has o ercome me ; 

And had 1 not been held fast by the hair of my head, 
By the town- cellar’s master at Bremen, 

I should have been done for ! 

Thou worthy man! We were sitting together, 

And drinking like brothers ; 

We were speaking of high confidential concerns, • 
And we sighed as we sank in each other’s arms , 

And he made me a convert to Love’s own religion , 

I drank to the health of my bitterest foe, 

VOL. IX. s 
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And all the bad poets forgave I, 

As I hope I one day may myself be forgiven , 

And I wept from pure fervour ; and lastly, ' ' 
The gates of bliss opened before me, 

Where the twelve Apostles, those casks full of saint- 
hood 

Preach, although silent, yet plain to the reason 
Of every people. 

There are men for you ! 

Their outside is plain, in their rough wooden doublets ; 
But within they are fairer and brighter 
Than all the proud Temple Levites, 

Ilian all the attendants and courtiers of Herod, 
Tricked out with gold, and clothed in purple ! 

But have I not always said — 

And that, not among quite common people — 

No * in the very best society — 

“ May the King of Heaven live for ever ’ ” 

Hallelnjah ! how sweetly wave o*er me 
The palm-trees of Bethel ! 

How balmy the myrtles of Hebron ! 

How the Jordan is roaring and reeling for joy ; 

My immortal soul tor is reeling, 

And I’m reeling with it, and reeling. 

- The worthy town-cellar s master of Bremen 
Carries me up the steps into daylight , 
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Thou worthy town-cellar’s master of lliemon, 
Dost see, sitting there on the roofs of the houses, 
The Angels, drinking and singing ? 

The glowing sun, up above ther(s 
Is only a red grog-blossomed nose — 

The nose of the Weltgeist — 

And round the red nose of the Weltgeist* 

The whole drunken world is a-spinning! 


Tiiiii Epiloguk 

Even as ears of tlie wheat m wheat-fields, 

So flourish and sway in the spirit of man 
Thoughts and fancies 

But the tenderest fancies and ilKniglit.s are 
Thoughts of love, liKe the llowers amongst iliem, 
Flowers, blue and scarlet. 

Flowers, blue and scarlet ! 

The reaper disdainful rejects you as woithhvss. 
Stout ashen flails wdl descend on you mocking 
Even the penniless wanderer 
Whom your loveliness charms and inspirits. 
Shaking his head, , 

Callcth you slight, pretty weeds 
But the poor village maiden, 

Twining her wreaths for the fete 
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Will gather and guard you ; 

Decks with your beauty her fair young tresses. 
And brightly adorned hastes to the dancing. 

Where fluting and fiddling sound gaily ; 

Or to the silent copses, 

Where the voice of her dearest sounds yet more 
delicious 

Thau fluting and fiddling. 



ON THE HARDENBERG 

Risk again, ye ancient visions, 

liCt thy heart's gates wide be set, 
For th(i joy that song awakens. 

For the tears of soft rc'gret. 


Through the fir-trees let me wander, 
Where the merry brooklet springs. 
Where the stately red tieer loiter, 
Where the darling throstle siiig*^. 

Let me climb the lofty mountains 
To the crag’s stupendous height 
Where the castle’s dim giey ruins 
Rear themselves in morning’s light 

I will rest awhile in silence, 

Thoughtful of their ancient day. 

Of old races once so mighty 
Of old splendours passed .‘iwny 
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Grass o’ergrows the ancient tilt-yard 
Where once charged the hauglity knight, 

Who subdued the bravest hero, ^ 

And bore off the prize of fight 

Ivy creeps along the dais 

Where once beauty gave the prize, 

V^anquishing the haughty victor 
With the lustre of her eyes. 

Woo for victor and for victress, 

Both o’ercorne by l)eath’s keen thrust; 

He, tire bloodless knight sc.ythe-einidemed, 
Lays all mortals in the dust. 
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